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“You can see Mommy and | use the same soap 
...doctor advised it” 


~— te, 


Clear, radiant complexions like theirs say Ivory, of 
course. They’ve got today’s loveliest look . . . the 
beauty only baby-mildness gives your skin. Have 
you discovered it yet? 


Your skin never outgrows Ivory. Naturally, a soap 
that’s gentle enough for a baby’s delicate skin 
treats yours as kindly as a kiss. Could anything be 
more important to a girl’s face than mildness? 
Ivory’s mild in its white color . . . mild in its fresh 
clean scent . . . 9944/;99% pure® . . . it floats! 


More doctors advise Ivory than any other 
soap for babies’ skin and yours. Those 
doctors include skin specialists. They 
know the milder your beauty soap the 
prettier your skin. You know it, too, if 
you've tried Ivory. 


Beauty is a simple thing with Ivory. Use 
it every day—soon you'll have That 
Ivory Look. 













Every time you brush your teeth, 
‘ fimish the job...reach for Listerine 
































4 » 
Listerine stops bad breath 
¢ times better than tooth paste! 
a” «a 
. s 
- 7 
» @ Germs all over your mouth and throat cause most bad breath. 
ste can’t ev -eacl st of se o S, YOU KILL GERMS ON 
Tooth paste can't even reach most o these germs let . 4 TIMES AS MUCH ORAL SURFACE 
alone kill them. You need a free-flowing liquid antiseptic— THE LISTERINE WAY* 
~~ Listerine Antiseptic—to do that. Listerine is amazingly 
“wet” —far more fluid than any tooth paste. And 
Listerine Antiseptic kills germs as no tooth paste can— 
* on contact, by millions. No wonder Listerine oe. 
. Your tooth paste The Listerine way 
stops bad breath four times better than tooth paste! reaches only this covers four times 
small area around more germ-laden 
teeth and gums. surface, kills 
- » ‘ And no tooth paste germs all over 
Every time you brush your teeth, is antiseptic. mouth, throat. 
reach for Listerine _“““""™ 








Dash-Away brief 5.95. Padded French Secret 
bra 5.95. For store name, free booklet write 
Olga, Dept. PH50,7915 Haskell, Van Nuys,Cal. 
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BY SIDNEY SKOLSKY 


| per if Fabian would have made 


good if he had talent. ... Know what 

Zsa Zsa Gabor is going to be like 
when she’s older? Jolie! . . . On meet- 
ing Gina Lollobrigida for the first time, 
you're surprised to find she’s not as tall 
or as big as she appears on the screen. 
... I’m for letting Diane Varsi do what 
she wants to do. . 
Martin team and 
everyone thought Lewis was the funny 
one? 


. . Remember when 
and Lewis were a 
... Marilyn Monroe has a way of 
making all her imitators look phony. . 

Is it because Sandra Dee and Tuesday 
different movie 
lots that they’re lots different? 


Weld were raised on 


Sophia Loren wears a man’s watch, and 
I’d say this is the only thing masculine 
about her. I wish someone would 
tell me if they ever saw Brigitte Bardot 
with her hair combed. . . . Difficult task: 
Going out on a date with Kim Novak 
unnoticed. Hollywood is a place 
where Barrie Chase goes to the movies 
alone, paying her own freight. . . . I’m 
not going to try to solve what happened 
with Glenn Ford and Eleanor Powell. If 
you must know, hire Perry Mason! ... 
Just when I knew Jeff Hunter from Tab 
Hunter, along came Connie Stevens and 
Dodie Stevens and Inger Stevens to con- 


. . I'm for individuals like 
Simone Signoret, whom there’s no other 
individual like. Bob Mitchum 
characterized a popular movie star as, 
“Deep down, he’s shallow.” 

Debbie Reynolds doesn't need an 
alarm clock. ... Nick Adams should play 
“What Makes Sammy Run?” if and 
when it becomes a movie. 


fuse me. 


... You may 
not believe it, but I saw Buddy Bregman 
out alone. He wasn’t with May Britt or 
Stella Stevens or Judi Meredith or Susan 
Kohner. He was a-lone! . . . Don’t forget 
France Nuyen was a character long be- 
fore she met Marlon Brando. In fact 
this may be why Marlon digs her. . 
Hollywood is a place where pillows and 
dreams are made of mink. . . . I keep 
reading about James Darren but I’ve 
yet to see him in a picture. . . . “Love,” 
Mort Sahl mumbled to me, “is the de- 
lusion that one woman differs from 
another.” 

Now that Elvis is a civilian again 
don’t you feel the country is safer? .. . 
Pat Boone threw away those white 
sneakers and no one missed them: not 
even Pat Boone. . . . I never believe for 
a moment that Efrem Zimbalist Jr. is a 
Private Eye, but I do accept Edd Byrnes’s 


Kookie. I admit I sometimes be- 


I thought I had everything 
all straight, then Dodie. 
Connie and Inger con- 
fused me all over again. 


come a bit confused about Margaret 
O’Brien, Joan O’Brien, Virginia O'Brien 
and Erin O’Brien. I wish they'd 
name all the young players after days 
of the week, a la Tuesday, and the older 
group after the months of the year. It 
might make it easier to keep tab on 
them. . . . The closest the screen has 
come to capturing Joan Collins as Joan 
Collins is in “Seven Thieves.” Someday 
she'll get the right role and be a big 
star. . . . Hollywood is a place where 
you can read people like a book. but 
you can’t shut them up as easily... . If 
Janet Leigh wanted to campaign. she 
could be a leading sexpot. . . . Isn't it 
about time for Millie Perkins to be in 
another movie? . . . I know a fellow 
who thinks the girl-next-door is differ- 
ent. He has the apartment next to Tina 
Louise. .. . I’m weary of TV programs 
that are The Wonderful World of some- 
body or An Evening With somebody. 
. . . Paul Newman and Joanne Wood- 
ward believe they have acting roles in 
“From the Terrace” because they play 
a married couple who are always quar- 
reling. . . . ll wager it was a surprise 
to Doris Day when she discovered she 
was the typical American girl type. . . . 
Googie Schwab about an- (Continued) 
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PRODUCTION 


THE BROADWAY HIT—NOW THE SCREEN’S CRAZIEST LARK! 


co-starring 


JOAN BLACKMAN: EARL HOLLIMAN: FRED CLARK ‘Si tS Bareara LAWSON « 


Directed by NORMAN TAUROG - Screenplay by EDMUND BELOIN and HENRY GARSON - Based on the play by GORE VIDAL A PARAMOUNT PICTURE 


N WITH 


SKI 


POSITIVELY 


That wonderful Sea and Ski tan 
—it goes deeper, stays smoother, 
lasts longer! And all the while 
—your skin looks its best, feels 
its best. There’s no burning, no 
peeling, no drying when you tan 
with Sea and Ski. 


Take Sea and Ski wherever you 
go—it’s as great as all outdoors! 


PREVENTS 


SUNBURN! 


(OR YOUR MONEY BACK) 





IN HANDY TUBES OR 
PLASTIC SQUEEZE BOTTLES 
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continued 


other starlet said, “She’ll go out with any- 
body just as long as he’s a somebody.” 

Pil admit I never confuse Ingrid 
Bergman with Ingmar Bergman. .. . It’s 
amazing but Gardner McKay is learn- 
ing how to actually perform in front 
of 20-million people every week. This 
is part of our bewildering times. .. . 
It’s a time when cool means hot, when a 
person who is a square is something to 
avoid, and mother is a dirty word. ... 
Hollywood is a place where Jayne Mans- 
field has trouble with a dress if it stays 
on. ... Frank Sinatra claims the art of 
getting along with a woman is to under- 


Only her family’s not surprised by Gina. 


stand what she doesn’t say. And you 
know what? He’s right! 

I'd like to know if Tony Perkins, 
who’s a youngster, feels old when he 
reads that George Hamilton is a young 
Tony Perkins. . . . Sal Mineo acts as 
if he swallowed a copy of Emily Post. 
. . » Robert Horton drives that Wagon 
Train the Method style. . . . I'd be en- 
thusiastic about Dinah Shore if she 
weren't so enthusiastic. . . . I have a 
yen for Jean Simmons that neither the 
years nor Stewart Granger has lessened. 
. . . Don’t let Tuesday Weld’s name or 
publicity fool you—this Lolita has 
Talent. . . . Diane Baker keeps on being 
good as a goodie. ... 
Michaels stands a chance of breaking 
through and getting into orbit. ... May 
Britt is alluring—clothed! .. . Holly- 
wood is a place where you can shop at 
the Super Little Market and browse in 
a shop which boasts “Modern Antiques 
at Reasonable Prices.” That’s Holly- 
wood For You. 


I’d say Dolores 








...that 
college 
girl 
who | 
cant ¥ 
help 
lovin' 4 
- tall . 
boys... 


STUDENTS: If you want to go to college 
don't let your parents see this picture! 
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sings the 
title song! 



































He makes the 
great ones! 
Sayonara! 
Bus Stop! 
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production That baby-sitting 
of romance! 

That girl 

in the boys 

locker room! 
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RAY WALSTON , MARC CONNELLY MURRAY HAMILTON - ANNE JACKSON - Screenplay by JULIUS J. EPSTEIN Produced and JOSHI 0c AN 
Based on the stage play by HOWARD LINDSAY and RUSSEL CROUSE - Produced on the stage by EMMETT ROGERS and ROBERT WEINER Directed by 
| WARNER BROS. First in Motion Pictures, Television, Music and Records | 
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Tommy Sands Shocks His Fans; | have you heard... 


Bobby Darin Looks In Love; 
Rod Lauren’s Secret Gets Out 


8 


i 


Who wouldn’t flip at Tommy Sands’ news? 


What next for my good pal, Eddie Coch 


ran? 


On Vine. I spotted the little red 
beany hat. and that’s how I knew, 
even from far away, that it was 
Tommy Sands. I asked him how 
he liked the service and, when he 
told me he wasn’t in, I flipped. 
“It’s just a rumor,” he smiled. “I 
have at least another year to go.” 


I ran into Bobby Darin with his 
date, Judi Meredith, and they sure 
looked starry-eyed and happy... . 
I found out Rod Lauren’s secret. 
When nobody’s looking. he wears 
glasses. And looks great in them! 


The Cricketts are teaching John- 
ny O'Keefe, “Wild 
One.” how to play Monopoly. 
Then a Phil 
Everly When I 
asked what was new, Phil said. 
“Monopoly!” And I hear Rick 
Nelson is on a card kick and Edd 


Byrnes is Perkuackeycrazy.Crazy! 


Australia’s 
call came from 
in Nashville. 


The hobby of the month is horses. 
The Everly Brothers bought two 
beautiful black ones. Rick has a 
brown one he calls Tinker, and 
Tab Hunter has a couple. . . . Eddie 
Cochran called from Scotland to 
say he met a family with the same 
name. They made him very wel- 
come and even presented him with 
a family coat of arms. What next? 


Thought for the month: 

Blind is the successful man 

Who cannot truly see 

Someone gave a helping hand 

Bigger than you and me. 
—Shari Sheeley 





Jimmy 


They're red-hot— 
Dion, 19. of the 
Bronx: Jimmy 
Clanton, 19, of 
Baton Rouge: and 
Bobby Rydell, just 
18 this month, of 
Philly (like Fabe). 


Bobby 
RECOMMENDED ALBUMS 


VVVVY So Much—Jackie Wilson 
(Brunswick) So 
much. 


VVVV Bobby Rydell 
Talent, talent. talent! 


great, it’s too 


(Cameo } 


VVVVY This Is Bobby Darin 
(Atco) Bobby’s just recorded three 
more, and we love all we hear. 


VVV Joni James At Carnegie 
Hall (MGM) Most of Joni’s big 
hits recorded live. See how many 
you can guess from the overture. 


VVV The Explosive Freddie 
Cannon (Swan) An A-plus in 
musical geography . . . album in- 
cludes “Tallahassee Lassie.” “Kan- 
sas City” and “Boston.” 


VVV The Rocking 50’s—( Atlan- 
tic) The past decade’s best. 


VV The Twangs The Thang— 
Duane Eddy (Jamie) Duane’s gui- 
tar is his voice—and when he 


speaks, America dances. 


VV The Chopin Ballades—Artur 
Rubinstein (RCA Victor) All the 
ballades on one LP 


VV Beethoven Eroica—Tosca- 
nini (RCA Victor) From the NBC 
broadcast, Dec. 6, 1953. 

—PAUL DREW, WGST, ATLANTA 





this 
isnt 
love «.. 





gives you the glow of a girl in Love |! 


When the Real Thing happens, your heart knows it and your face shows it! 

But it doesn’t need to start from your heart — it can start today with ANGEL TOUCH — 
the makeup that gives your skin the luminous look, the tempting texture, the tender 
color that lights up the face of a girl in love! Discover new ANGEL TOUCH today. 
Just touch it on — smooth it in — and look (it’s almost like falling in love! ) 


In 9 soft-and-subtle 
shades, $1. Also in purse- 
size plastic bottle, 59¢ 
Angel Touch Face 
Powder in matching 
shades: $1, 50¢, 25¢. 

All prices plus tax. 


© 1960, CHESEBROUGH-POND’S INC, 





Your all day 


veil O 





fragrance 


scents, smooths, clings 
more lovingly, more lastingly 


than costly cologne 


Seal 
sbashmere 
Bouquet 


900 ceee 


Supa 


No cologne prolongs and _ protects 
your daintiness like Cashmere 
Bouquet Talc. Never evaporates. 
Never dries your skin. Leaves 
you silken-smooth, flower-fresh all 
over. Make Cashmere Bouquet 
...pure, imported Italian Talc... 
your all day Veil of Fragrance. 


Cashmere 
. Bouquet Talc 


the fragrance men love 
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What's in the Stars? 


Were you born be- 
March 2lst 
19th? 


Then you belong to 


tween 
and = April 


Aries, the first sign 
of the zodiac. Other 
Ariens are Joan 
Crawford (March 
23). Diane Jergens (March 31). Deb- 
bie Reynolds (April 1), Alec Gui- 
ness (April 2), Doris Day and Marlon 
Brando (April 3), Tony Perkins 
(April 4). Ward Bond (April 8). 
James Garner and William Holden 
(April 17), Jayne Mansfield (April 
19). 


What kind of a person are you? 


Debbie 


You are the pioneer, the first to do 
something new, the leader of your 
crowd. But look out! 

You're inclined to 

try new ventures 
without completing 
past commitments. 

You often listen 
to what other people an 
say, but then you 

: ’ Tony 
turn around and do 
just as you please, anyway. 

You are active and energetic and 
freedom-loving, so try to work at 
things which allow you freedom. Be- 
cause of your energy, you usually 

arent too anxious 
to spend much time 

at home. 
You're young in 
spirit and you really 
enjoy life. Its a 
funny thing, though. 
you usually pick 
Doris partners and friends 
who are more seri- 

ous and down-to-earth. 

You like to go off on jaunts and 
trips to meet new people. You're al- 
ways the first in line when new fields 
are open, and because of your won- 
derful magnetism—which always im- 
presses others—you have little trouble 
persuading others to go along with 
any plans you might have. You never 
let anything block your way.—ERIAL 
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ACROSS 
Rhee Ko-Ko Bop” (See 2 Down) 
. Movie studio (abbrev.) 
. “Blue Denim” star (init.) 
. Sportin’ Life in ‘Porgy & Bess” 
. A color well known to the G.I. (abbrev.) 
. Female star of “Some Like it Hot” (init.) 
. Related by blood 
ie. The Sea,” Darin’s hit 
. The symbol for nickel 
. Jimmie Rodgers’ “ Love and Care” 
. Frankie Vaughn likes them jellied 
. An explosive (abbrev.) 
. The original “Jazz Singer” 
. Seventh note of the scale 
. Recording label of Andy Williams 
. Eydie Gorme’s man 
. “Oh Susanna” star 


DOWN 


. “Not One Minute More” has she 

. Same as 4 across 

“ton One” by Bobby Rydell 

. Popular movie theme, “A 

. He has a hit with ‘Teen Angel” 
Stevens’ ‘‘Sixteen Reasons” 

. Singer of the month (pictured) 

. He’s wowing them with ‘‘He’ll Have to Go” 

. His TV wife is Marjorie Lord (init.) 

. A popular label 

. Of (French) 

. “Teensville” is his (init.) 

. Still the Rock ‘n’ Roll King (nickname) 








Can You Guess This Star’s Name? 


‘6261 ¢4vak ayy “#unox vIa10T Says 











WASH WASH 
; IN IN 
COLOR GLAMOUR 
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COLORS + CLEANS + CONDITIONS : Imagine a shampoo that 
makes blonde hair blonder, adds shimmering lovelights to brunettes, 
blends in greying strands, guarantees younger-looking hair! 

A shampoo that makes yellow streaks disappear from grey hair; 
replaces fading red hair with cascades of brilliance. And hair 

always looks natural, never artificial. 

WASH ’N TINT does all this—and more! The protein in it adds 
body, lustre, makes hair more manageable. 





WASH ’N TINT~greatest, safest, easiest, Chennent 
way to color your hair! So marvelous, you 
have to see it to believe it! 








SPORTS GIRDLE 


Dainty but determined natural 





rubber figuring—has exclusive 
breathable surface. White or Pink; 
Petite, S, M, L; $2.50. 


“Win a Phone Call’ Contest Winners: 


... 1 was more than proud to be the winner 
of a phone call from Elvis, but my heart 
is overflowing with happiness to know that 
I have been able to give my friend, Mary 
Ann Cole, this gift. I've given her many 
treasured gifts throughout the years of 
our friendship, but it was through your 
kindness that she received one of the great- 
est gifts of all. You have made Mary Ann 
extremely happy—perhaps the richest girl 
in the world—by permitting me to present 
her with this gift. 

Mary ANN ALLEN 

Pittsburgh, Pa. 


Rock’s great... 
Edd’s perfect ... 
Fabe’s a_ swell 
date. So say win- 
ners Elaine and 
Janice (above), 
Martha (at left). 


.. . I have never written a harder letter 
than this in all my life, for I find my vo- 
cabulary simply does not contain the words 
with which I can express my gratitude and 
happiness for the wonderful gift I have 
received—a phone call from Elvis! 

I can’t even describe my feelings when, 
on the morning of December 24, I opened 
your letter, along with the rest of my 
Christmas cards. I just stood in the center 
of the room and cried. 

I've always known my friend, Mary Ann 
Allen, to be generous and kind and z won- 
derful friend. But to give me this’ Yet, 
when 1 try to thank her, she merely says, 
“IT knew how happy you'd be and I know 
how much you like Elvis.” 

Mary ANN COoLe 
Pittsburgh, Pa. 


I finally talked to Rock Hudson— 
and it was wonderful! I was so nervous 
and I just know my voice shook and | 
probably repeated myself a hundred times. 
Prior to the call, I was determined to re- 
main cool, calm and collected. Ha!! 

We spoke about many things. It was 
just wonderful. Thank you for making my 
New Year such a nice one. It was great. 

ELaIne Ports 
Springfield, Ill. 


... Being awarded the winner of a phone 
call from Edd Byrnes made my Christmas 
a perfect one. 

I was too excited to ask him all the 
questions Pd hoped to, but here are some 
answers to the questions I did ask: 

Q. “What's the first thing you notice about 

a girl?” 

A. “That she isn’t a boy!” 

Q. “If by magic you could have just one 
wish, what would it be?” 

A. “Two wishes!” 

I know I'm the most envied girl in the 
neighborhood thanks to Photoplay and its 
editors. 

JANiceE ANDERSON 
Sierra Madre, Calif. 


. .. Occasionally, 'd wonder what it would 
be like to talk to a celebrity on the phone. 
I hadn’t expected a call from Fabian! The 
conversation I had with Fabian was great. 

Fabian has a low, soft-spoken voice. He 
spoke about girls, the draft and his new 
movie “High Time.” 

I didn’t think any star could be that 
human, but you know what? He’s the kind 
of a fellow you'd like to date. 

MartTHa Eapes 
Marietta, Ga. 


A Big Thank You 


A great big thanks to Nick Adams, 
Kathy Nolan, Peter Breck and Bess Myer- 
son for helping the people of Milwaukee, 
Wis. raise over 80 thousand dollars for the 
1960 March of Dimes. 

There are many such wonderful stars who 
give up their time for such needy organiza- 
tions. 

DONNA SCHNITZLER 
Mukwonago, Wis. 


That’s why James Darren is taking time 
out to remind you to join the fight against 
cancer by supporting the 1960 Crusade of 
the American Cancer Society.—Eb. 
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Write to Readers Inc., Photoplay, 205 E. 42nd 
St., New York 17, N. Y. We regret we cannot 
answer or return unpublished letters. To start 
fan clubs or write stars, contact their studios. 
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SY MAXFACTOR 














a. All at once 
your eyes are 
unforgettable 





©1960, 


MAX FACTOR eye colors are truer...newer...never smear! 
4 Over 2,000 dazzling color combinations! 


Look how easy! Only MAX FACTOR gives you such foolproof eye make-ups... in 
a colors that mix-and-match in so many exciting ways that are perfect for your eyes! 





























HI-FI EYESHADOW Onc HI-FI FLUID EYE-LINER - MASCARAWAND Rolls AUTOMATIC EYE PENCILS 
; stroke and eyes glow Brushes on like . color on /fast...gives Accents eyes, brows! 8 
* with color! 17 shades: magic! 13 colors. thick-lashed beauty! colors. Self-sharpening. 
iridescents, pastels, Smudge-proof for- } 8 waterproof colors. $1.50. Refills, 50c. For 
brilliants. Never turns mula never runs. $1.50 Never beads, smudges. delicate drama, Fine Line 
muddy. $1.25 Sable brush, $1.25 $1.50. Refills, $1.00 Eye Pencil. 6 colors. $1.50 


Paris is more 
than a city- 
it’s a state of being 
in love! 


“Readers Que. continued 





EVENING IN PARIS 
COLOGNE & PERFUME 


BOTH FOR ONLY $ 


PRICE OF THE COLOGNE ALONE! 
You become the woman of your most secret 
desires (his too!) when you surround yourself 
with Evening in Paris, the fragrance that keeps 
him falling in love with you again and again! 
And you’|| fall in love with this almost unbeliev- 


confidentially... 
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; I'm an 18-year-old 
Swedish girl who won- 
ders if there’s anyone in- 
terested in corresponding 
with me in English or 
German. 

EvisaBetT LINDE 

Pdir. 11 

O.D. Sweden 





... Is there a girl or boy who would like 
to be my correspondent? Id like that so. 
I am 16 years old. 
Pepro BERGER 
Rivera 1930—Apt 7 
Montevideo, Uruguay 
South America 





...1 just love Annette Funicello and would 
like any pix or info on her. 
CAREN PEARSON 
9543. Meadowglen 
Houston, Texas 





... Will exchange movie magazine pictures 
of Fabian, Ricky, Dick Clark or just about 
any star from books of 24% years old. Want 
pictures of Scott Brady, Audie Murphy and 
John Bromfield in return. 

Mrs. Marcarer E.tis 

RT. 1 Box 46 

Rock, W.Va. 





. I'd like to hear from anyone who has 
any pictures of Deborah Kerr, particularly 
from “The King and I” or before that. 

Janie M. Lame 
1312 Idaho Ave. 
Cape May, N. J. 





... Are there any of you 

as crazy about pen pals 

as I am? If so, I’m look- 

ing forward to hearing 

from you. 

I'm a teenager of 16, 

an Elvis fan and a hot 

rock ’n’ roller from the 

plains of Hindustan. nll 
GLApYs FERNANDES 
Barnes High School 
Deolali, Nasik (Dist!) 
India. 





. . « | have just started a Frankie Avalon 

Fan Club. If any of you ever met him, 

please write and tell me all about him. 
Miss Arrt MALLINEN 
Kirkkakatu 47 
Oulu—Finland 





. I am an Elvis fan as well as a Connie 
Francis fan. I'd like very much to exchange 
photos of these two fabulous singers. 

STEPHEN EWING 
80 Waterloo Rd. 
Kowloon, 

Hong Kong 


. .. Several months ago, I started collecting 
pictures and articles on the late Mario 
Lanza. If any reader has pictures or articles 
on him, I would be willing to trade any 
pictures I have of their favorite stars. 
Mapy ScHouz 
5108 W. Waveland Ave. 


Chicago, Ill. 





. . . Now there is an official Three Stooges 
Fan Club of America. Dues are 50¢ a year. 
You'll receive a membership card and two 
autographed pictures of the very wonderful 
Three Stooges. 
SHaron Harp 
R. #1 


Aubrey, Texas 





Edd Jones is my 
name. What's yours? 
Anyone interested in 
writing me? Tm 5’11” 
and I weigh 170 pounds 
and would love a pen pal. 

Epp Jones 

809 North Beech 

Roswell, N. M. 





... We'd like to have some new members 
for our Bing Crosby fan club. Its now 
going into its 24th year and we're very, 
very proud of this. 

Rena ALBANESI 

128 Kimball Terrace 

Yonkers 4, N. Y. 





... 1 would like to write to someone who 
is interested in Phyllis Kirk, Christopher 
Lee and acting in general. I'm 14 and a 
freshman in Jr. High School. 
DoNNA BLANKENSHIP 
2364 St. James Ave. 
Cincinnati 6, Ohio 





... Anyone interested in stamp collecting? 

I live in New Jersey and will trade stamps 

for other stamps from different places. 
SHARON DUIMSTRA 
Hainesburg, N. J. 





... 1am 19 years old and 
- would like to correspond 
with any girls from 17 
to 19, especially those 
interested in pop music, 
radio and television and 
Photoplay magazine. 
Lon Boon Lenc 
13 Bangkok Lane 
City of Georgetown 
Penang, Malaya 





Need members for a fan club? Want a pen pal? 
Like to exchange fads? Write: Confidentially, 
Photoplay, 205 East 42nd St., New York 17, N.Y. 
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don’t spend a cent mar eppil you see the 


BIGGEST 


a i BRIGHTEST 


4 EASHION 
SHOW 


EVER PUT 
BETWEEN COVERS 
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For women who sew, used to sew, 
might be tempted to sew again 


It’s the ALL-NEW digest-size SIMPLICITY MAGAZINE with 
150 marvelous new ways to look this summer, and 
every one yours for the making. It’s the thickest 
fashion magazine you’ve ever seen, about 200 full 
pages, with the most complete panorama of 

everything new for the whole season. Hundreds of 
full-color pictures . . . ideas for dressing your whole 
family every minute of a busy summer . . . clothes 

for vacation, patio living, parties, lounging, shopping, 
working and, of course, for summer weddings. 

The new biggest-ever summer issue of 

SIMPLICITY MAGAZINE goes on sale April 15th at 


newsstands everywhere or anywhere patterns are % P degen, ¢ 
sold. DON'T MISS IT! Play safe and reserve nf RY ly Sass, SPROUL. SUBSCRIPTION CrrEn: 





~~ 





WP A full year of the biggest, brightest fashion 
SE Say Ne Dy SOMES The Ga Sees - show ever put between covers (three issues 


| 
| 
at 50¢ each) for only $1.00. You pay for only | 
two, your first issue is FREE! 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 















a new digest-size ‘Dept. A, SIMPLICITY MAGAZINE 
* es e . eo } 200 Madison Avenue, New York 16, N. Y. 
—es, a 4 Rush me the new Summer issue, | attach $1.00. 
L 0OKS A J F Name. 
; * Street 
City State 


This offer expires July 15, 1960 | 


the fashion magazine for women who sew 
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Is It true eee6e Just for the fun of it, be a blonde and see . . . a Lady Clairol 


blonde with shining, silken hair! You'll love the life in it! 
bl Cd S The soft touch and tone of it! The lovely ladylike way it lights Lady 
On: Q up your looks. With amazingly gentle Instant Whip Lady 


'OiF-lice) 


Clairol, it’s so easy! Takes only minutes! 


CREME 
have more And Lady Clairol feels deliciously cool going on, leaves hair HAIR 


in wonderful condition—lovelier, livelier than ever. So if your LIGHTENER 


) hair is dull blonde or mousey brown, why hesitate? Hair re- 
Ul ) sponds to Lady Clairol like a man responds to blondes—and 
= . «& 


darling, that’s a beautiful advantage! Try it and see! 


4 


ti 
Your hairdresser will tell you 


nairarosser wi cellyee INSTANT WHIP* Laady Clairol’ creme Hair Lightener 


*T.M. ©1960 Clairol Incorporated, Stamford, Conn. Available also in Canada 
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 “Readow me: The high-level way 





DEAR MISS PAIN: 


I tried to hold off writing you, but I just 
couldn’t wait any longer. My problem is a 
guy named Bob. I would like to know if 
he likes me, but I sure don’t want to ask 
him. Bob is one of the most popular boys 
in school so you can imagine my surprise 
when he came up to me and introduced 
himself. From then on, he kept talking to 
me and saying “Hi.” Just this last week, 
he has been coming to each of my classes 
and walking down the hall with me. When 
you're reading this, would you try to fig- 
ure out if he likes me? Thank you. 
CARRIE 
Detroit, Mich. 
Dear Carrie: 
You're just modest! 





DEAR EDITOR: 
I went steady with a very nice boy for six 
months and we broke up to see what free- 
dom would be like. He asks me out occa- 
sionally but I'd like to know how I could 
get him to ask me to go steady again. I’ve 
had enough of freedom! 
Hopinc 
Southwick, Mass. 
Dear Hopine: 
Ask him if he has! 


DEAR MISS PAIN: 


I am fourteen and I like a boy who is 
twenty. He works next door and I think 
he likes me. I’m dying to go to our school 
football game with him. I’m not allowed 
to go out in a car with a boy but I am 
allowed to meet them there. What can I 


do to get him to ask me? | z y Chicago-Los Angeles $6612 





LYNDA plus tax 
Youngstown, Ohio one-way coach 
Dear Lynpa: 


On El Capitan you sit high above the tracks where 
the going is unbelievably smooth and quiet. You ride 
in luxurious reserved “‘stretch-out”’ seats, relax in the 
Dome Lounge, see the colorful Southwest, dine on 
DEAR EDITOR: famous Fred Harvey food—all at high-level. Take it 
easy—take Santa Fe’s El Capitan between Chicago- 
Los Angeles, America’s only high-level train. 


Not much. It’s up to him. 


I don’t know what to do. Three boys have 
asked me to be their tennis partners at 
the club this summer. One of them is a 
very good friend, but asked me last. An- 
other is lots of fun and the other is real 
cute. I'd be most grateful if you could 
tell me which one to choose. 
KATHY 
San Diego 
Dear Katuy: 
First come, first served. 





THE MOST LUXURIOUS COACH SERVICE IN AMERICA 


P.S. Look for your letters here every month. For reservations, contact any Santa Fe Traffic Office or Travel Agent 
We're sorry they can’t be answered personally. 











TOTAL RELIEF 
FROM 
PERIODIC 


en DISTRESS 


FEMICIN 


TABLETS 
Hospital-tested, prescription-type 
formula provides total 





treatment in a single tablet! 


ACTS INSTANTLY TO 


© STOP CRAMPS 


© OVERCOME 
DEPRESSION 


* CALM 
JUMPY NERVES 


© ELIMINATE 
ACHES & PAINS 


e COMBAT 
PUFFINESS 


Worked even when others failed! 


Now, through a revolutionary discovery of 
medical science, a new, prescription-type tab- 
let provides total relief from periodic com- 
plaints. When cramps and pains strike, 
FEMICIN’S exclusive ingredients act in- 
stantly to end your suffering and give you 
back a sense of well-being. If taken before 
pain starts—at those first signs of heaviness 
and distress—further discomforts may never 
develop. No simple aspirin compound can give 
you this complete relief. Get FEMICIN at 
your drugstore today! It must give you 
greater relief than you have ever experienced 
or your purchase price will be refunded. 


For samples and information booklet, “What 
You Should Know About Yourself Asa 
Woman!” send 10¢ for postage and handling. 
Box 225, Dept. T57,Church St. Sta.,N.Y.8,N.Y. 


THROUGH RESEARCH ¥ 


Vasonatonee 


©1959 


-++@ BETTER PRODUCT 





For fuller reviews see Photoplay for the months 
indicated. For full reviews this month, see 
page 20. (A—ADULT F—FAMILY) 


BABETTE GOES TO WAR—Columbia: Cine- 
maScope, Eastman Color: Smart suspense com- 
edy stars Brigitte Bardot (fully dressed!) as a 
lovable French girl who blunders into the un- 
derground in Occupied France, while Nazis 
think she’s on their side. (A) April 


BEN-HUR—M-G-M; Camera 65, Technicolor: 
This epic of Roman imperialism, Jewish pa- 
triotism and Christianity’s beginnings is the 
best of the big pictures about Bible days. Charl- 
ton Heston and Haya Harareet as Judeans, 
Stephen Boyd and Jack Hawkins as Romans 
stand out in a story that has not only historic 
excitement but ageless emotions and ideas. 


(F) February 


BRAMBLE BUSH, THE—Warners: Those 
naughty New England towns! In his home 
burg, doctor Richard Burton finds an amazing 
(if unconvincing) variety of scandals. Barbara 
Rush and Angie Dickinson are two of the peo- 
ple involved. (A) March 


CHANCE MEETING—Paramount: Slick guess- 
ing game in the neat British tradition finds 
detective Stanley Baker checking on an artist 
(Hardy Kruger) accused of murdering his mis- 
tress (Micheline Presle). (A) April 


DOG OF FLANDERS, A—20th; CinemaScope, 
De Luxe Color: David Ladd’s an appealing or- 
phan boy in this quaintly charming version of 
the children’s classic, with Theodore Bikel as 
a gruff but friendly painter. Real Dutch locales 
add atmosphere. (F) April 


GAZEBO, THE—M-G-M. CinemaScope: Gabby 
but funny farce. Glenn Ford decides to plant 
a dead blackmailer under the little backyard 
pavilion (yep, the gazebo) wife Debbie Reyn- 
olds bought. (F) March 


GENE KRUPA STORY, THE—Columbia: 
Plentiful jazz and eager young players liven 
up a routine biography. Sal Mineo works hard 
as Krupa, but Jimmy Darren comes off better 
as his pal. Susan Kohner’s the gal. (A) March 


GUNS OF THE TIMBERLAND— Warners, 
Technicolor: Frankie Avalon makes a pleasing 
movie debut opposite Alana Ladd in a lively 
action yarn about rancher Jeanne Crain’s war 
with logger Alan Ladd. (F) April 


HOME FROM THE HILL—M-G-M; Cinema- 
Scope, Metrocolor: Unusual, emotion-'oaded 
drama of a tangled Southern family, with Bob 
Mitchum and Eleanor Parker as married an- 
tagonists. Three talented young players 

George Peppard, George Hamilton, Luana Pat- 
ten—stand out in a strange, pathetic triangle. 


(A) April 


LAST VOYAGE, THE—M-G-M, Metrocolor: 
Tension so taut you can hardly stand it! As Bob 
Stack tries to free Dorothy Malone from wreck- 
age on a sinking liner, Captain George Sanders 
fumbles his job. (F) April 


ON THE BEACH—U.A.: Frightening real- 
istic picture of 1964, intended to scare us into 
thinking—and action. In Australia, Ava Gard- 
ner, Gregory Peck, Fred Astaire, Tony Perkins, 
Donna Anderson await the radio-active doom 


that’s hit everyone else. (F) January 


ONCE MORE, WITH FEELING—Columbia. 
Technicolor: Nutty comedy rescued from its 
talkiness by two dazzling personalities. Yul 
Brynner’s a madly temperamental orchestra 
conductor—long hair!—and the late Kay Ken- 
dall is entrancing as his wife. (A) April 


OPERATION PETTICOAT—U.-I, Eastman Col- 
or: Upright officer Cary Grant and slick opera- 
tor Tony Curtis team up for laughs, on a World 
War II sub that takes aboard nurses Dina 
Merrill, Joan O’Brien. (F) January 
OUR MAN IN HAVANA—Columbia, Cinema- 
Scope: Spy melodramas and the British Secret 
Service are kidded by such experts as Noel 
Coward (an agent) and Alee Guinness (the 
mild salesman drafted to snoop). (F) March 


RISE AND FALL OF LEGS DIAMOND, THE 

Warners: Ray Danton’s behavior as the old- 
time gangster is so outrageous that at first it’s 
funny. Then the picture settles down to stand- 
ard shoot-em-up stuff. (A) April 


SEVEN THIEVES—20th, CinemaScope: Fasei- 
nating “perfect crime” tale. Mild-mannered 
Edward G. Robinson plans to rob the vault at 
the Monte Carlo Casino, with Rod Steiger and 
Joan Co!lins in his shady crew. (A) April 


SINK THE BISMARCK!—20th, CinemaScope: 
Suspenseful, fact-based story of the desperate 
British effort to find and destroy ihe Nazis’ 
mightiest ship. Navy officer Kenneth More 
guides the operation from headquarters, with 
Wren Dana Wynter. (F) April 


STORY ON PAGE ONE, THE—20th, Cinema- 
Scope: Realistic courtroom drama, well-acted 
by Rita Hayworth, Gig Young (on trial for 
murder), Tony Franciosa (their lawyer), Mil- 
dred Dunnock (Gig’s Mom). (A) March 


SUDDENLY, LAST SUMMER—Columbia: 
Highbrow horror movie gives Liz Taylor a 
powerful role as a girl put into a mental hos- 
pital for knowing too much about Katharine 
Hepburn’s dead son. Doctor Monty Clift slowly 
unearths the shocking truth. (A) March 


TAKE A GIANT STEP—U.A.: In a splendid 
acting debut, singer Johnny Nash is a boy of 
sixteen, a Negro in a white town, still facing 
universal troubles as he takes the step from 
adolescence to maturity. (A) October 
3RD VOICE, THE—20th, CinemaScope: 
Smooth, ironically tough thriller. Laraine Day 
kills her faithless lover, after training a:lven- 
turer Edmond O’Brien to impersonate him. 
Julie London’s in on surprise finish. (A) April 


TIGER BAY—Continental: Tingling English 
suspense hit introduces eleven-year-old charm- 
er Hayley Mills, as a slum tomboy who trails 
along with handsome Horst Buchholz in his 
flight from a murder rap. (F) March 


TOBY TYLER—Buena Vista, Technicolor: 
Chunky Kevin Corcoran’s a charmer as a farm 
boy who runs away with a small circus, back 
in the 1880's, and discovers show biz is hard 
work, as well as fun. (F) April 


WHO WAS THAT LADY ?—Columbia: Wacky 
excitement follows the fib (dreamed up by 
Dean Martin) that Tony Curtis tells Janet 
Leigh, his onscreen wife, too. Tony claims to 
be an undercover FBI agent! (F) March 





Clever you—saving a dozen dollars (or more) every time you 
have a Toni! Beauty shop bills and tips, goodbye. Beauty shop 
dates and waits, good riddance. With Toni—you get the prettiest 
permanent of your life. And no more dryer-fidgets! 

But the thing you'll love—is Toni’s “Hidden Body.” Every- 


one’s wide-eyed at the way it adapts. Set it satiny smooth, or curly 


as a chrysanthemum—“‘Hidden Body” holds! Exclusively Toni’s 


—you won’t find it at any price—in any other permanent. 





Had 
a loni 


yi = 
SAVED A 


=15)) | 2) m= 


‘al aT RRR 


Blew It 
all on 
bracelets 








And here's some happy news! Toni’s neutralizer is already 
mixed. Just snip the tip off the plastic bottle—then squeeze. 
Creamy drops slide through your curls—lock “‘Hidden Body” in. 
So neat—not a drop dribbles down your face or neck. 

Wonderful way to have a wonderful permanent! So, give 
beauty shops the “‘go by” and go buy a New, No Mix Toni. You'll 
never bother with a beauty shop permanent again! (Don’t forget— 
Toni also makes Tonette for children and Silver Curl for gray hair.) 





get more out of life— 


go out to a 


movie 


What’s on tonight? 
You’ve got to go out 
to see the best! Look for 
these new pictures 


at your favorite theater 


‘ a M-G-M; CINEMASCOPE, 
Please Don’t Eat the Daisies METROCOLOR 


Let’s drop in on some nice people, just the kind of family 
you'd want for next-door neighbors . . . well, maybe. Doris 
Day’s a darling, as good-looking and good-humored as she 
was in the “Pillow Talk” performance that won her Photo- 
play’s Gold Medal. But those three angel-faced little boys! 
Daisy-eating is only the mildest of the stunts they think up. 
And David Niven, as their father, seems to be a decent sort 
(Look how comfy he and Doris are at left top picture) 
—unless you happened to be in show business, then you'd 
call him a monster, for he’s a New York theater critic. The 
picture’s title comes from the best-seller in which Jean Kerr 
told all about her life with critic Walter and their children. 
She may not recognize herself and her family in this movie 
frolic, especially when David’s feud with Janis Paige, a 
curvy actress, turns into a romantic chase. But Mrs. Kerr 
couldn't help joining the rest of us in chuckling. FAMILY 


MICHAEL TODD. JR.; TODD COLOR, 
NEW TODD PROCESS, S MELL-O-VISION 


Scent of Mystery 

Sniff or don’t sniff, as you please. Whether or not you 
catch all the scents wafted into the theater air by “Glorious 
Smell-O-Vision!,” you'll enjoy every minute of this gorgeous, 
cheerful whodunit. Mike Todd Jr. is trying the same contra- 
dictory trick that his late father pulled off in “Around the 
World in 80 Days”: making a big spectacle that nobody’s sup- 
posed to take too seriously. Junior’s version is a little more 
modest; we’re just going around Spain in a couple of days. 
but the scenery’s overwhelming, and there’s a laugh a mile. 
Instead of Niven and Cantinflas, we have another very proper 
young Englishman (Denholm Elliott) and his rowdy taxi- 
driver (Peter Lorre), trying to save a blond heiress from 
getting murdered. And this is one picture where the warn- 
ing. “Don’t tell the ending,” goes double. It’s a real sur- 
prise, just see for yourself. FAMILY 


Heller With a Gun PARAMOUNT; 


TECHNICOLOR 
Believe it or not, here’s something new in westerns. An 


adventure yarn with fine flashes of humor, it tells what it 
was like to be part of a traveling theatrical troupe in those 
wide-open days. Anthony Quinn bosses the troupe—and 
what a troupe! Sophia Loren, as the European star with a 
roving eye, gives one of her best performances so far, and 
Margaret O’Brien, as the ingenue, will surprise you with her 
flair for comedy. Eileen Heckart, as Margaret’s actress- 
mother, and Steve Forrest, as a trigger-happy badman, help 
make this a movie you'll really applaud. (See Margaret, 
Eileen, Tony and Sophia at left, bottom.) And while you’re 
at it, don’t forget director George Cukor. He’s the man re- 
sponsible for the stunning color photography and for the 
many details that make this one of the most authentic 
westerns ever. ADULT 


(continued ) 
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| dreamed | played in 


an all-girl orchestra 


in my maulenform bra 


All I want is Maidenform and music, music, music! SWEET MUSIC*is number one on my hit 


parade! (Listen to this dreamy arrangement: spoke-stitched cups for smooth figure emphasis 
keep my curves always on the upbeat!) A, B and C cups, 2.50. And, for the same 


marvelous shape and support, (with cool elastic all around): SWEET MUSIC ELASTIC, $3; 
SWEET MUSIC CONTOUR, the cups lightly pre-shaped with foam rubber, 3.95. And, for 


the ultimate in figure control, smooth midriff-molding SWEET MUSIC LONG LINE, 3.95. 


*REG. U. S. PAT. OFF. ©1960 MAIDEN FORM BRASSIERE CO., INC. NEW YORK 16, N. Y. 


SGm SWEET BUD Zee 
eaene 


SO ataeeaell 


SWEET MUSIC 
CONTOUR 


MAUI 


aera, 
Look for these 
pretty packages 


everywhere! 
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JANE HUGHES, Junior, Clarke High 
School, East Meadow, L.1., N.Y., says: 
“I used to be tormented by skin 
blemishes. They just wouldn’t clear 
up even with scrubbing and special 
skin creams. A friend urged me to 
try Clearasil and right away I saw 
improvement. Now my skin is com- 


pletely clear.” Jane tHughee 


SCIENTIFIC CLEARASIL MEDICATION 


STARVES 


PIMPLES 


SKIN-COLORED, Hides pimples while it works 
CLEARASIL is the new-type scientific medication 


especially for pimples. In tube or new lotion | 
squeeze-bottle, CLEARASIL gives you the effective | 


medications prescribed by leading Skin Special- 
ists, and clinical tests prove it really works. 
HOW CLEARASIL WORKS FAST 





py, fa 


‘ . softens, dissolves affected skin tissue so 
| 

medications can penetrate. Encourages 

G quick growth of healthy, smooth skin! 











and spread pimples . . . helps prevent 


‘ ce ee turther pimple outbreaks! 
3. ‘Starves’ pimp'es Oil-absorbing 


action ‘starves’ pimples . . 








. dries up, 
a eo 
. 


Sk ae | f 





imples . . . works fast to clear pimples! 
P pimy 











‘Floats’ Out Blackheads. CLEARASIL softens | 
and loosens blackheads so they float out with | 
normal washing. And, CLEARASIL is greaseless, | 
stainless, pleasant to use day and night for | 


uninterrupted medication. 


Proved by Skin Specialists! In tests on over | 


300 patients, 9 out of every 10 cases were 
cleared up or definitely improved 
while using CLEARASIL (either lo- 
tion or tube). In Tube, 69¢ and 
98¢. Long-lasting Lotion squeeze- 
bottle, only $1.25 (no fed. tax). 
Money-back guarantee. 

At all drug 

counters. 





1. Penetrates pimples.’ Keratolytic’ action | 


2. Stops bacteria. Antiseptic action stops | 
P ps | 
growth of the bacteria that can cause | 


helps remove excess oil that ‘feeds’ | 
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LARGEST-SELLING BECAUSE IT REALLY WORKS | 


MOVIES continued 


Tall Story WARNERS 

When Tony Perkins stands there, 
tall, crewcut and skinny, in his bas- 
ketball uniform, his Adam’s-apple 
gulping and his heart pounding at 
the man-trap he’s caught in, there’s 
not much a girl can do but melt. 
Jane Fonda (Henry’s real-life daugh- 
ter) makes her debut as the coed 
who’s set the trap, and watch out! 
She should have the same effect on 
your date. But don’t worry about 
his paying too much attention to her. 
Both of you will be too busy laugh- 
ing at Ray Walston and Marc Con- 
nelly, a pair of profs with the old- 
fashioned notion that getting an edu- 
cation is almost as important as win- 
big basketball 


game. Tony and Jane have some 


ning the season’s 
good chances at comedy, too, es- 
pecially during a zany love scene in 
a shower. — 


Man on a String 

Don’t go to this movie alone or 
you may feel a little uneasy, as 
though someone were watching you, 


COLUMBIA 


walking home. And if you turn 
around, you won't be able to see him 
—at least not this kind of spy, be- 
cause you've just found out how 
many ways there really are to spy 
on someone—closed circuit TV, for 
instance. And if this look at the 
ins-and-outs of espionage seems al- 
most unbelievable, it’s also true. The 
movie’s based in large part on the 
real-life experiences of Boris Mor- 
ros, a movie producer who, for ten 
years, was a double-agent for the 
U.S. and the Russians. Ernest Borg- 
nine, as the man on a string, and 
Colleen Dewhurst, as a charming but 
deadly spy, are excellent at building 
this terrific suspense film. 


The Big Chief CONTINENTAL; 


DIALOCUE IN FRENCH, TITLES IN ENGLISH 
They’ve added laughs that even the 
author didn’t know were there, just 
by moving O. Henry’s famous story 


“The Ransom of Red Chief” across 


the ocean to France. And what’s even 


FAMILY 


better, the fun’s in what you see 
rather than in what you read in the 
subtitles. As a pair of amateur kid- 
nappers, Fernandel and Gino Cervi 
have the kind of faces that, we think, 
even look funny when they’re at 
sleep, but when they start twist- 


ing them into reactions to the mad- 
cap adventures that befall them in 
this story, look out! It’s side-split- 
ting! The new young boy, Papouf, 
who plays the rich child Fernandel 
and Gino kidnap and can’t give back, 
is someone we hope we'll be seeing 


lots more of. FAMILY 


ee a PARAMOUNT; 
Visit to a Small Planet eta 


Imagine Jerry Lewis with a flying 
saucer to whiz around in and super- 
human powers to show off! Unnerv- 
ing idea, isn’t it? But don’t worry 
—when Jerry drops in on us from 
his home in outer space, all he uses 
those powers for is a batch of tricks 
that are more funny than frighten- 
ing. We can thank the wizards be- 
hind the camera and in the film lab 
for most of the laughs. When Jerry 
isn’t playing tricks, he’s busy study- 
ing Joan Blackman and Ear! Holli- 
man. They’re in love, and out where 
Jerry comes from everybody’s much 
too advanced for such simple-minded 
stuff as kissing. Everybody, that is, 
except Jerry. He’s backward—but 
willing to learn and the gags keep the 


picture moving. FAMILY 


The Wind Cannot Read «xxx: 2071: 


EASTMAN COLOR 
The title comes from a Japanese 


poem: “Though on the sign it is 
written, ‘Do not pluck these blos- 
soms, It is useless against the wind, 
Which cannot read.” Unfortunately, 
the love story for which this is a 
parable doesn’t quite live up to the 
poem’s beauty—or brevity. Dirk Bo- 
garde, as an RAF pilot, is handsome 
and winning enough, and Yoko Tani 
is delicate and graceful as the Jap- 
anese girl he loves in wartime India. 
It’s just that their story moves so 
slowly, although there is an advan- 
tage even to this for, when the plot 
stops, it usually pauses in front of a 
strikingly colorful Indian bazaar or 


the fabulous Taj Mahal. 


Too Soon to Love v-t 
You’ve seen most of these faces in 


smaller roles on TV, but you may 
not have known their names—up un- 


ADULT 


til now. But these anonymous days 
should be over now for Jennifer 
West and Richard Evans, who turn 
in real touching performances as 
teenagers in trouble. The law is harsh 

(continued ) 
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CREAM DEODORANT 
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Mrs. Jean Pierre Aumont savs: Mrs. Jean Pierre Aumont, world-famous beauty 
“More and more of my friende—in fact, and leading figure of Paris social circles— professionally 
most smart, sophisticated Parisiennes known as movie star Marisa Pavan. 
—depend on Odo-ro-no’s lasting pro- 
tection to keep themselves personally 
sweet and fresh.” 
In Paris, as in most world fashion 
capitals, Odo-ro-no is the largest sell- 
ing deodorant. With good reason. Sure, 
safe Odo-ro-no acts instantly to check 
perspiration dampness and odor. And 
new Odo-ro-no is so gentle to your 
skin . . . so safe for delicate fabrics. 
Discover the excellence of Odo-ro-no 
yourself —in cream, stick or spray. 


P 
did you know C)DORONO is the leading deodorant in Paris? 











WHOEVER YOu ARE 


YOU'RE IN THIS ~_ 
PICTURE! 


Because this tells of 
youth’s challenge 
to grown-ups who 
don’t understand! 









IT’S DICK CLARK’S FIRST BIG MOVIE ROLE. ..as a high school 
teacher in love and in trouble. It’s the story of youth...every girl’s fears and 
hopes...every boy’s dreams and drives...every parent’s joys and panics! 
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CO-STARRING 


Michael Callan Tuesday Weld ana Victoria Shaw 


wm Warren Berlinger- Roberta Shore 


Screenplay by James Gunn + Based on a novel by John Farris 
Produced by Jerry Bresier » Directed by Paul Wendkos 
A Drexel Production 


ie a eo ee oe ee ee ee ee ee ee GUEST STARS xzexeenenkenkenene 


James Darren - Duane Eddy and the Rebels 


Hear James Darren sing the title song “Because They're Young” 
Available on Colpix Records 
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Don’t miss the Academy Awards TV show April 4th. Check your local newspaper for in and station. 





MOVIES continued 


on them and so are their parents, 
and it seems, for them, that the only 
way out, maybe, is the abortionist. 
Well-told and well-photographed, the 
picture was produced, directed and 
co-written by Richard Rush, who 
didn’t have much money but made 
talent a marvelous substitute. purr 


Expresso Bongo CONTINENTAL 

Pretty fresh, those British! They’ve 
taken a standard rock ’n’ roll movie 
plot, put it in a London setting and 
then kidded it to pieces. You know, 
like the tough manager who isn’t 
really such a bad guy. Or is he? Any- 
how, now he’s Laurence Harvey, very 
brash and dashing, in spite of a con- 
fusing Cockney-Yiddish-Oxford ac- 
cent. His long-suffering girlfriend is 
Sylvia Syms, as a soft-hearted strip- 
per. And the wonder boy that Lau- 
rence discovers could move right in 
and give Rick and Bobby some com- 
petition. Dreamy-faced Cliff Richard, 
an English disc star who’s still in 
his teens, has all the singing manner- 
isms down pat. He can act, too! His 
movie success story is fast, flashy and 
funny. If it sometimes tries too hard 
for yocks—well, it gets plenty. ovr 


The Snow Queen UI; EASTMAN COLOR 

Russian movie-makers have been 
caught in a mellow mood with this 
Hans Christian Andersen fairytale, 
told in animated cartoons that are 
sometimes pretty creaky and some- 
times charming. For its release in 
this country (under our government’s 
cultural-exchange agreement with the 
U.S.S.R.), it has been fitted out with 
an American sound track. You'll hear 
the voices of Sandra Dee and Tommy 
Kirk as the little sweethearts, and 
Patty McCormack speaks for a rowdy 
bandit girl who’s the cutest character 
in the lot. Like our artists here, the 
Soviet cartoonists seem to have some 
trouble making the pretty people 
pretty. but the funny and grotesque 
characters are pretty convincing! Like 
the title’s scary Queen, in her Far 
North ice palace. who is a most re- 
markable female menace. ——- 


Masters of the Congo Jungle 2011; 
CINEMASCOPE, DE LUXE COLOR 

Special invitation to people who 
(continued ) 
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ermanent that 
- waves from inside out 
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gives you the most perfect 
| Cc W permanent possible—or money back 


Now, for the first time, you can wave your hair as it should be waved—from inside 
out—for soft, springy end curls . . . deep, natural-looking crown waves that last. 

Only Procter & Gamble’s new Pace puts the lotion in the waving papers to put 
controlled waving power in the heart of the curl. Roll hair up as usual, wet 
thoroughly with plain water. Pace’s waving papers concentrate lotion where it’s 
needed most—in the end curls—while measuring out just the right amount for 
lovely crown waves. 

No stragglers, no strays, no first-week frizz. Pace gives you the most perfect 
permanent possible—automatically. Money back if you don’t agree. 


A fll 














waving papers... 





Messy liquid lotion is out 
..- Pace’s waving lotion 
is in the exclusive waving 
papers. 








Rolled inside, these pa- 
pers put controlled wav- 
ing power where it 
belongs—in the heart of 
the curl. 








Wetting with plain water 
releases Pace’s waving 
power from inside out— 
for perfect results. 
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in the. 


PROCTER & GAMBLES 
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Vhe new perm? 
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SENT Ss tol Wn? 


Obviously, the lady doesn’t know... 
Perma: lift Magic Oval panties 
can’t ride up—ever! 


Pantie Style #3837—You’ll love the feather-light, firm control of this 
gossamer sheer Pantie, designed of miracle ““LYCRA”. $10.95 
Bra #110—‘“‘Self-Fitting” bra conforms to your exact cup size. $2.50 


“Permarlift” isa product of A. Stein and Company ¢ Chicago *» New York « Los Angeles * Toronto 








MOVIES continued 


like to go adventuring in perfect 
comfort: Here’s a fine chance to see 
Africa from a safe theater seat. This 
travelogue has a solid amount of 
dignity and authenticity, with only a 
small dash of the hokum you'd expect 
from the title. When it’s telling us 
about the land, in magnificent scenes, 
Orson Welles’ rich voice handles the 
commentary. And when it focuses on 
the people, William Warfield (out- 
standing Negro singer-actor) appro- 
priately takes over, making this first 
class vacation-at-your-theater adven- 
ture. FAMILY 


BUENA VISTA: 
TECHNICOLOR 


If adventure’s your dish, Walt 


Kidnapped 


Disney knows just how to serve it up. 
For this one, he’s picked Robert 
Stevenson (a for-real descendent of 
the author of this classic) to direct a 
first-rate cast in a tale that rambles 
all over the grand, forbidding scenery 
of the Scottish Highlands. Looks as 
if James McArthur will come into 
his own as a grownup actor—he’s 
that good as a sturdy youngster who’s 
being cheated out of his inheritance. 
But it’s Peter Finch’s swashbuckling 
that'll win you. Backing the lost 
cause of the Stuart kings, he’s a 
fightin’ fool—and sometimes the ac- 
cent goes on the second half of that 
phrase, as Jim (below) discovers. 
Even the villains have that nice touch 
of the unexpected, mixing up romance 
with humorous realism. FAMILY 
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If you owned three cars... 
you couldn’t buy finer fit! 
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Wear it off the shoulder—on the shoulder — 
strapless. That’s one joy of this convertible 
corselette! Another joy: a zipper that zips in 
front! Also, there’s the chic of a plunged back, 
the subtle deception of padded cups. Sound 
expensive? Actual cost is just $12.50. So even 
on a no-car income you can afford CAPRI by 


‘BESTFORM 










Connie’s neighbors are talking. 


' ‘rouble for Connie: “I’m moving! 


I’m selling my house and moving.” 
Connie Stevens stormed on the “Ha- 
waiian Eye” set. After Connie had 
calmed down a bit, I learned the un- 
happiness was brought on _ because 
neighbors complained about her two 
larger dogs. ““What’s a little barking and 
snapping at people, anyway?” Connie 
demanded. At any rate, I received no 
such treatment from “Hui,” her little 
Yorkshire dog, when the two of us sat 
down to get acquainted. And with Con- 
nie and “Hui” wearing the same hairdo, 
they do come in for their share of at- 


tention. 


Mailbox Corner: A card from Mari- 
lyn Monroe promises I'll be seeing 
more of her in the future. I can tell 
Marilyn her studio would be thrilled to 
see more of her right now. The way this 
one is holding up production on “Let’s 
Make Love” is ulcer-making. .. . Fabian 
writes from his “High Time” location 
in Stockton, “Dear Miss 
Hamilton: Just a few lines to thank you 
for 


California: 


the wonderful mention in your 
column. I called you when I was in 
Los Angeles but you weren’t in. I hope 
to see you when I get back. Love, 
Fabian.” Fabe always writes his notes 
in longhand on grey paper with a red 
banner in the corner. On the banner is 
a huge F. In my case it could stand for 


Fan... Incidentally, I was so impressed 


| with Joanne Rabalia’s tribute to Fabe 


in her recent letter. I think he should 


know about it. So hold everything, 
Joanne. Vivian Nilan and June 


Poirier ask for more stories and pic- 
tures of yesterday’s stars. “I urge your 
toward 
women over the teenage level.” writes 
Miss Poirier. How do you feel about it? ? 


editors to aim their articles 



























Sara Lambton 


Lunch at the Studio: Roger Smith ambled over to my 
table in Warner Brothers’ Green Room and, with his slow, 
easy smile, asked, “Mind if I join you for lunch?” He seemed 
unconcerned over those legal suits and counter-suits involv- 
ing his recent accident. Next came Tony Eisley of the 
“Hawaiian Eye” show to join our table, which suddenly be- 
came a lively gathering place for 
the great and famous of TV. Both 
“Maverick” boys, Jack Kelly and 
James Garner, stopped by for a 
chat. Kelly, a truly big, handsome 
man, looked a bit sheepish when I 
teased him about loitering near 
the cookie counter at McDaniels’ 
Market. “You caught 
grinned. “You know, I spend half 
time there.” Roger 
Moore, in his “Alaskan” furs, in- 
vited me to visit his set later on. 
Since Warners’ announced that 
Roger may inherit Errol Flynn’s 
swashbuckling roles, the hand- 
some Englishman has been kidded 
to death about “the new Errol 
Flynn” bit. . . . And quite the hap- 
piest bridegroom I ever met is 
handsome Van Williams of the “Bourbon Street” series. “I 
really have a wonderful girl,” he beamed. And guess where 
he met his Vicki Richards? On the beach near Santa 
Monica, no less. Van, by the way, is the lad who has those 
priceless locker room scenes with Jane Fonda and Tony 
Perkins in “Tall Story.” . . . And, of course, the entire 
dining room let out a whoop of laughter when Ty Hardin 
was paged with the message, “Ty Hardin, please report to 
your ‘Bronco’ set.” It seems the studio is forever losing Ty, 
who wanders off the set between scenes to play cards on a 
neighboring sound stage or ride his horse around the lot. 


me.” he 


my free 


Here Comes the Bride: “Just the person I need,” Jill St. 
John greeted me as I walked into Amelia Grey’s exclusive 
Beverly Hills shop. “I’m trousseau shopping and I can’t 
decide between these two coats. This one I’ve wanted for a 
long time,” said Jill, posing in a reversible brown wool. “It 
was too expensive before but now it’s been reduced to half 
price.” Well, the upshot was that Jill—yep, you guessed it— 
bought both coats. 





INSIDE 


STUFF 


Snapper: That “Ocean’s 11” cast, including Pete Law- 
ford, Dean Martin and Sammy Davis Jr., were rather 
surprised at Frank Sinatra’s serious crush on Juliette 
Prowse, who visited the actor on their Las Vegas location. 
One member of the cast tells me Frank has really flipped for 
her. “It’s his biggest crush since Ava Gardner,”’ I was told. 





Photoplay Gives 
Your Awards: Troy 
Donahue took every- 
thing in stride at the 
Photoplay Award ses- 
sion on the Bob Hope 
TV show, but Millie 
Perkins, as 
seemed shy. Both Troy 


usual, 


and Millie were just 
thrilled at being voted 
the Most 
Newcomers. 


Promising 

Producer 
Ross Hunter, whose 
“Pillow Talk” was your 


Troy was thrilled; Millie, shy. 


favorite picture, flew 
in from New York es- 
pecially for this. Tony Randall, cited for his work in 


“Pillow Talk,” had us in stitches. Gina Lollobrigida, the 
Most Popular Foreign Star, was just lovely. (Continued) 
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INSIDE 


STUFF 


continued 


This-And-That: One couple | can’t make out is Tony 
Franciosa and Shelley Winters. One minute Tony is 
reportedly shouting at Shelley over a set telephone to keep 
out of his life and, that same evening, they're out, arm in 
arm, house-hunting together. Frankly, it’s too much for 
me... . Elvis’ return, promises to be the event of the year. 
And with the de- 
cline of rock ’n’ roll, 
| have no doubt 
he'll adjust to the 
new era of ballads. 





Shelley and Tony made up—again. 


These Fine Young Americans: No one 
can tell me the majority of young people in 
show business aren’t the best. And the most tn 
thoughtful. For instance, Johnny Mathis — 
has followed the footsteps of Sal Mineo, 
Bobby Darin, Fabian and Paul Anka, 
in buying a home for his parents. And on 
his mother’s birthday. Fabian gathered his pals to help him 
sing “Happy Birthday” over the telephone. Mrs. Forte 
couldn’t have been more thrilled. ... A letter from Mrs. Kirk 
Johnson Jr. of Midland, Texas, tells me of the wonderful work 
done by our own Ben Cooper and his fiancee Pamela Ray- 
mond, along with such young hopefuls as Beverly Garland, 
Eddie Platt and Eddie Carroll, in their charity drive 
down there. “They worked seventeen hours straight—for 
free,” writes the lovely Mrs. Johnson, “and raised close to 
$30,000. All West Texas fell madly in love with them.” So, 
let’s give a big hand to Hollywood’s young people. To my 
notion, they deserve it. . That art-objects shop Tab 
Hunter proposes to open soon, should be the best patronized 
shop in town. Especially by feminine fans of the handsome 
Tab. On his recent tour of the Orient, the actor picked up 
hundreds of beautiful art accessories to stock his shelves. I 
wonder if Tab will take time off from his beloved horses to 
do a little selling himself? If so, I’m his first customer! .. . 
Kim Novak flew to the carnival in Rio and, according to 
reports, set the Brazilians on their ear. 





Marlon’s spending most of his time with 
France, but doesn’t look too happy about it. 











Good News Depart- 
Efrem 
celebrated 


ment: The 
Zimbalists 

their fourth wedding an- 
niversary. Friends hope 
they make it to their 
forty-fourth—still to- 
.. Russ Tam- 
blyn, out of the Army, 


gether. . 


now raring to go ahead 
with his career. ; 
Saw Dana Wynter’s 
little baby, Mark Regan 
Bautzer. What a boy! 
Don’t know who he looks 





Dana and Mark were surprised. 


like, though, Dana or his proud pop, Greg Bautzer. When 
Dana left the Cedars of Lebanon Hospital, ready to take the 
baby home, waiting outside for her was a brand new station 
wagon—a gift from Greg. She was so excited, she almost 
dropped the baby. Little Mark Regan is the couple’s first child. 
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The Brando’  Ring-A- 
Ding: To be in love with 
Marlon Brando can _ be 
anything but a many-splen- 
dored-thing, as France 
Nuyen discovered. Seems 
France, who was co-star- 
ring with Bill Holden in 
“The World of Susie. 

Wong.” locationed in Hong Kong and London, heard ru- 
mors of Marlon’s attentions to Barbara Luna in Holly- 
wood and went on a “compulsive eating” jag. Result—pro- 
ducer Ray Stark took one look at the added poundage and 
boom!—France was out and on her way to Marlon, who 
looked anything but hysterically happy. To add to the 
three-ring circus of love, Miss Luna, also a Eurasian beauty, 
announced to the newspapers, “I’m not in love with Marlon. 
even though he’s the most charming man I ever met.” In 
the meantime, ex-wife Anna Kashfi took off to a hospital, 


emotionally and physically spent. Oh well, that’s love. 








In My Opinion: It’s about time to leave off those slam- 
bang attacks against Liz Taylor. The constant rumors sug- 
gesting growing friction between her and Eddie Fisher 
must be awfully hard to bear. So let’s give the two a chance 
to live their own lives and mind our own stores, shall we? 

. . Those printed statements decrying Ava Gardner’s 
loss of beauty in the movie “On The Beach” were needlessly 
cruel. After all, as Ava says, she was playing the role of an 
alcoholic and deliberately tried to look the part. So, let’s be 
kind enough to reserve judgment and give the gal a break. 
... In my opinion, Deborah Kerr may be paying too high 
a price for love. After hearing a first hand report of 
Deborah’s recent loving reunion with her two daughters in 
London, both wards of 
the British crown, | won- 
der if marriage to Peter 
Viertel can make up for 
this loss? In the long run, 
that is? ? ? ? I honestly 
believe we'll be talking 
about a whole new group 
of stars within the year. 
will be 
Juliette Greco, Angie 
Dickenson, Jane Fon- 
da, Yves Montand, Lu- 
ana Patten, George 
Hamilton, George Pep- 
pard and Troy Dona- 
hue. And what’s more. I 


Among them 





believe Sandra Dee will 


Deborah’s paying too high. 


reach top stardom as a 
star with the beauty of Turner and glamor of Crawford. 


Love And Things: It was a dreary Monday morning when 
the phone rang and a familiar voice said, “Sara Hamilton, this 
is George.” “George who?” | asked. “George Hamilton,” 
he said. And the sensational young star of “Home From the 
Hill” talked freely of his crush on Susan Kohner. He’d met 
Susan on their “All the Fine Young Cannibals” movie and 
liked her at once. “She’s the most wonderful girl I ever met,” 
he confided. “She’s difficult to get to know, which I like in a 
girl. She may be emotional and high strung, too, but Susan is 
not all on the surface.” He gave a rather shy little laugh. “I 
guess you can see I’m crazy about her.” . . . Chatted with 
Cornel Wilde and his wife Jean Wallace at the Joan 
Fontaine cocktail party and re-discovered how happy this 
handsome couple is in their seven-year marriage. Quite 
frankly, they both admitted to hot tempers. “But beneath our 
every argument,” Cornel said, “there’s always the under- 
lying awareness that Jean prefers me to any other man.” 
... The Gregory Pecks were so relaxed and amusing at 
the farewell dinner given them by Alan and Sue Ladd, I 
regretted their departure to Greece for the movie “Guns of 
Navarone.” And when both Greg and Veronique said, ““Good- 
bye Sara, we'll see you in September,” I realized how deeply 
. . And at the 
Screen Directors Guild dinner, I saw such happily married 
couples as the Fred MacMurrays (she’s June Haver), 


the Robert Youngs and Gene Raymond and Jeanette 
MacDonald. 


our town will miss the handsome Pecks. 





Fred MacMurray and June 


haven’t changed one bit. 









Gardner McKay finds it easy to forget with Maria Cooper. 


Up-To-Date: Gardner McKay is raging at 20th for sign- 
ing Ron Ely as his alternate, beginning next season. They 
know there is absolutely no love lost between the two boys. 
. . . Before Richard Quine took off for Europe, he pre. 
sented Kim Novak with a Great Dane dog. Maybe the Dane 
will replace Richard in Kim’s heart? . . . Friends concerned 
over Tuesday Weld’s moods of depression, may now relax. 
Tuesday’s found a new interest in Richard Beymer, who 
shares a role with her in “High Time.” Maybe Tuesday’s 
“blues” were caused by the criticism of her antics in public. 
If so, young Beymer (remember him in “The Diary of Anne 
Frank”’?) may be able to lend this teenager the encourage- 
ment she needs. . . . Vera Miles planed to Mexico for a 


quickie divorce from husband Gordon Seott. (Continued) 


In Bob Young’s real family, 


it’s Betty who knows best. 








At directors’ dinner, Jeanette and Gene with Bob Taylor. 





You have to wear it to believe it! 


CORO 
MAGIC 


EARRINGS 


AMAZING NEW WAY 


to glamorous comfort 
no clips * no screws + no wires! 


They're more than comfortable 
... you simply don’t feel them at 
all! The magic’s in the magnet! 
Just hide it behind your earlobe 
and presto — the earring stays 
put till you take it off! And, Coro 
Magic Earrings are easy on the 
eyes, too. 


Choose from a breathtaking col- 
lection at leading stores or write 
Coro Inc., N. Y. 1. 
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4 seweny 


Shown about % 
actual size \ 


*PAT. PEND. PRICES PLUS TAX, SLIGHTLY HIGHER IN CANADA 








Cal York’s 
INSIDE Jottings: 


Terry Moore may retire 

S T U e - from the screen after the 
birth of her first child 
; next August. Terry is very 
continued 
happy these days as Mrs. 

Stuart Kramer. . . . They 

call 20th the “Paradise” lot with such contract players as Elena Eden, Chana 
Eden, Barbara Eden and Eve Eden roaming the lot. Too bad they’s no “Adam” 
under contract. ... Dorothy Provine walked out on her escort Gustavo Rojo 
when the Spanish actor persisted in table hopping at Ciro’s. Weary of sitting alone, 
Dorothy called a cab and went home. OLE!! The Keenan Wynns welcomed their 
third daughter, Miss Emily: the Jean Pierre Aumonts greeted their little son, 
Patrick; and the Rod Steigers were thrilled with their beautiful Ann Justine. .. . 
Rumors still have Yul Brynner wedding the youthful Doris Kliner after his 
divorce from Virginia Gilmore. 


RY Yul and Doris were seen every- 
” et ; " 


° ap where in Europe. . . . Little did 
Bre Anne Francis realize the attrac- 
tive man peering into her aching 

tooth would one day be her hus- 

band. On a_ spur-of-the-moment 
decision Anne and Dr. Robert 

Abeloff decided to become man 

and wife and have been happy 

ever since. . . . Before Anne 
Baxter took off for that Austra- 

lian sheep ranch with her bride- 

groom, Randolph Galt, she di- 

rected a few well chosen barbs at 

actors who have become too in- 

volved with the money-end of the 

, business. “Sometimes, on a movie 
New chance for Anne, Katrina, Randolph. ae, 5 Spee Ge Seeing Tie Me 
only person there who cares what 

happens.” It’s my opinion Anne 
was never the same after her divorce from John Hodiak, who died so soon after 
with a heart seizure. That divorce, I believe. Anne very much regretted. Perhaps 
Fate has now given her a new chance for happiness. I certainly hope so. The 
Crosby clan gathered together at Bing and Kathy’s home for the wedding recep- 
tion of Lindsay and his bride. Barbara Fredrickson, and the following day, 
gathered again for the birthday of Kate Crosby, mother of Bing and Bob and 


grandmother of the boys. Bing. proud as punch, came downstairs carrying his 


small daughter, Mary Frances, in his arms. “Isn’t she a beauty?” he beamed. 
| “Notice her dainty hands.” And the way Bing looked at his first daughter, was 


really touching. Anyway, now that peace has been established among the Crosbys. 
let’s hope that harmony prevails. for a while, at least. . .. Dick Powell sat in his 


| comfortable living room watching TV. one recent Sunday afternoon, when firemen 


suddenly appeared trailing a bedraggled Ricky by the hand. Seems the Powells’ 
nine-year-old son had climbed down a steep hillside near their Canyon home and 
found himself trapped on a ledge. Both firemen and policemen came to his rescue 
while Dick sat on, unaware of the furor outside. June Allyson all but fainted when 
she heard the news of her son’s escapade. . . . Ernie Kovaes tells of the young 


_ fan who met up with him in Disneyland. Thrusting her camera into the hands of 
_a passerby, the fan begged the stranger to snap her picture with the famous 
| Kovaes. “And don’t you want his picture, too?” Ernie asked. “Naw, he’s nobody,” 


the fan said. “I just want you.” And the “Mr. Nobody,” who was only Walt 
Disney himself, obligingly snapped the picture and, with a wink at Ernie, 


| strolled away. 





Most beautiful thing 
that's happened to 


diamonds in fifty years 


The brilliant discovery that sets off 

a diamond in a blaze of glory! You've 
never seen anything like it because there's 
never been anything quite like “Evening 
Star” on earth before. Dreamed up and 
created only by Artcarved it frees a 
diamond so that it looks like a star 
floating on your finger. See “Evening Star’ 
at the thousands of Artcarved jewelers 
throughout the country— 

and you Ill know what it's like to catch 

a star and put it on your finger. 

And surprise—wait until your jeweler tells 
you about Artcarved's Permanent Value 
Plan that allows you to apply your 

ring's full current retail price, should you 
..\ ever desire to, toward a larger 
Artcarved diamond. Everything's more 
beautiful about “Evening Star.” 


ived 


SEMENT RINGS 





‘‘Evening Star’‘t engagement rings in a dazzling collection from $250 to $10,000. Things 
to remember forever about an Artcarved engagement ring—every one is guaranteed 


in writing, for color, cut, clarity, carat weight, if Artcarved is stamped in the ring eas nime “WEDDING GUIDE FOR BRIDE AND GROOM 
+ » . + + ae hh, na A 


Tquertt wit? ~ua 


Beloved by brides for more than one hundred years (1850-1960) Se ee ics aia 





GO OD COM P ANY Just try to dream up a 


guest list to match this one! The warm humor of Arthur Godfrey, the witty con- 
versation of Art Linkletter and Garry Moore, the songs of Bing Crosby and 
Rosemary Clooney. You can have them drop in every weekday—on CBS Radio— 
for the friendliest two hours in town. Make it a habit to brighten your day, every 
day, with the most enjoyable personalities in all radio. It’s the kind of entertaining 


good company you find only on your CBS Radio Station. Check your local news- 


paper for time and station. CBS RADIO 












come along with us to- 


THE PARTY HOLLYWOOD 
WILL NEVER FORGET 

















phew 


Martha Hyer to Ross Hunter: “The invitation did say tonight, didn’t it?”’ 


Dinah to Dino: “Oh, George always talks with his hands.” 


Marge to husband Gower Champion: “Don’t Louis Jourdan to wife: “Repeat after me: Maurice Che- 
be jealous, he’s only trying to be helpful.” valier was not the male lead in ‘Gigi, Maurice .. .” 


Ce 


This was just about the gassiest party 
Hollywood has seen yet, with Cadillacs and 
motor scooters lining Sunset, stars galore 
crowding the sidewalks, trying to get in. A 
strictly standing-room only affair. . . . Zsa 
Zsa Gabor came running over to my table. 
“Fabian and I are just friends, darling,” 
she whispered. “There’s no wedding date 
set.” ... And speaking of Fabian, producer 
Jerry Wald told me he’s thinking of star- 
ring Fabe in his next big budget film, “The 
Brothers Karamazov Meet Gidget.” . . . 
Heard Pat Boone’s up for a picture oppo- 
site Brigitte Bardot. Pat promised me he 
won't look. . . , I found out it isn’t true 
that Kookie’s writing his autobiography, 
“Warners Byrnes Me Up.” Nor is it true 
Warners is planning a new series with 
Efrem Zimbalist and Roger Smith, to 
be called, “That’s the Way the Kookie 
Crumbles.” . . . Carol Lynley arrived late; 
she said she learned a lot about Ireland 
from Tuesday Weld. . . . For some reason, 
nobody could find Loretta Young after 
her blue chiffon dress caught in the revolv- 
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Mel Ferrer: “So that’s what a purple people eater looks like!” 


ing lobby door. Guess that’s not 
the kind of door she’s used to on 
TV. ... Waved to Joan Craw- 
ford, who was busily sipping a 
Coke—no, it must have been a 
Pepsi. . . . Peter Lawford told 
me that pal Dean Martin’s plat- 
ter, “I Get Along Without You 
Very Well,” dedicated to you 
know who, is hitting high on the 
top ten. . . . Frankie Avalon 
startled all of us when he ad- 
mitted he couldn’t sing a note. 
The voice you hear really belongs 
to Frank Sinatra, who travels 


with him and stays hidden be- 
hind the curtain. . . . 1 understand, 
after the embarrassment of losing 
three court trials in a row on the 
“Perry Mason Show,” Raymond 
Burr is now taking night courses 
in law under the fictitious name 
of “Jerry Geisler.” . . . I couldn’t 
figure out what Janet and Tony 
were whispering about. But just 
as I was going to ask them, 
someone asked me, in a whisper, 


“Did you know Liz calls 
Debbie 4 times a day?” 


oe 


For my exclusive interview with Debbie, turn to page 71 








Lucille Ball to Danny Thomas: CEN- 
SORED CENSORED CENSORED 


















Paul Newman to wife Joanne: “I 
hate ostentation, don’t you, old chap?” 
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BRIGITTE BARDOT reached out 
for her son Nicolas. “To think I 
didn’t want him,” she said to her- 
self. She had been so afraid. . . . 
Heavy storm clouds had gathered 
that afternoon, almost as a warning, 
Brigitte couldn’t help feeling, of 
things to come. They had swept 
angrily across the sky bringing sub- 
zero temperatures and ice to the 
narrow Parisian street beneath the 
duplex apartment where she sat with 
her husband, Jacques, both of them 
nervous and apprehensive about the 
coming birth of their first child. 
Awkwardly perched on a dark 
green couch in one corner of their 


living room, (Continued on page 80 ) 





WHAT MAKES A FELLOW CALL AGAIN 




















what I learned about men 


since last Monday 


I used to think that, if the men from Mars landed, 
they couldn’t be any harder to understand than 
earth men. That’s how it used to be. But not now. 
No more moans, no more groans, no more silent 


telephones for me. (Continued on page 77) 


by ANNETTE FUNICELLO 
as told to CHARLOTTE BARCLAY 
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The 
wedding 

went beautifully 
yet something 
seemed 

horribly wrong 






























@ James Darren stood next to his 
brother, Johnny, by the tapestry- 
covered altar and waited in the 
hushed stillness of Our Lady Chapel 
in St. Patrick’s Cathedral on New 
York’s Fifth Avenue. He was aware 
that, behind him, in the oak pews, 
were his mother and grandfather 
and a few of his close friends. Al- 
though he appeared outwardly calm, 
his heart was pounding with fear. 
He felt tense and nervous, for, in 
the quiet of the chapel, he suddenly 
became acutely aware of the great 
step he was taking. Up until then, 
he had been quite confident of him- 
self, and yet... 

Suddenly the rich full notes of 
organ music started to swell through 
the church and, from behind him, 
without turning, he could hear the 
shuffle of feet as the guests stood up. 
Then he heard a murmur and he 
knew Evy must have entered the 
chapel. Turning around, just slight- 
ly, to see his bride, he found himself 
gasping, for she seemed more beau- 
tiful than ever before in her ivory 
silk wedding dress, her lace cap veil 
and the palest makeup. She was 
walking along on the arm of his 
father. Her own father was in Den- 
mark and so they had asked his to 
give her away. Slowly, her dress 
rustling just slightly as she walked, 
she made (Continued on page 96) 


by GEORGE CHRISTY 












EXCLUSIVE 
FRANKIE AVALON 





WHY FRANKIE 
WOULDN'T TALK ABOUT 
HIS SECRET BRIDE 


“the piclures youve never Aeen WW now —> | 
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FRANKIE’S 
SECRET BRIDE 








Thirty-six hours before the cere- 
mony, it looked as if Frankie 
might not even get to the wedding. 
The Avallone family, in Phila- 
delphia, tried to pretend to each 
other that the disappointment 
didn’t matter, but it was no use. 
If Frankie were really going to be 
delayed in California, then what 
would they say to the guests? One 
by one, the family was drawn to 
Frankie’s big front bedroom, as if 
they couldn’t believe he wasn’t 
there. They stood silently, in the 
doorway, staring at Frankie’s 


white (Continued on page 98) 


by JIM HOFFMAN 

































Driving off after the wedding, he had no idea they'd meet photographers. 


It was hard to tell her what he felt, but Frankie knew she'd understand. 











See aed 


The gang—Dolores Hart, Molly Bee, Darryl and Dwayne 
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Hickman—laughed when the graphologist said: 


< 





“It's true. Piura tare Dolores Hart. “Every word 
a a Darry|! Hickman just grinned sheepishly 
as the woman read his handwriting. For once. 


his brother Dwayne was silent. He was next. 


“Wait till we tell Pamela.” Molly Bee teased. 
and Darry| wondered what his new bride would 
think. Could someone learn all those secrets 


just from handwriting? The answer's ves. 


What makes Tuesday act that way? Is Fabian 
heading for trouble? What does Debbie really 
feel? “Its all in the Way they write.” says graph- 


yea Rosa Rosella. ‘Turn the page and see. 


If you write like Sandra Dee, says Miss Rosella, you have 


a developed mind, a disciplined and mature personality 


far beyond your years. Sandra’s 
small regular script reflects her 
quick mind and also her power 
of concentration. The even base 
line shows emotional balance. 
The regularity and forward slant 
zs reveal the consistent effort and 
Collect autographs? Singer Merv Griffin does. At Pent- 
house Club, Rosa Rosella shows how they reveal secrets.  Yeliability which she applies to 


her work and to all responsibilities. She should overcome 


her shyness and her insecurity because she (Continued on page 76) 











Is your handwriting—or your boyfriend’s—like any of the 
stars’? Write six lines—with a regular pen—and then read on. 
You'll be surprised! 


PRESSURE: Heavy broad strokes (like Kim’s and Frankie’s) 
are a sign of strength but also a warning to restrain your 
emotions and think twice. You have great vitality and energy 
to help you through difficulty. Light pressure (like Debbie’s) 
shows a strong sense of delicacy and refinement and a spirited 
approach to life. 


BASE LINE: An even base (horizontal) line (like Debbie’s) 
shows you are emotionally stable and rarely lose control of a 
situation. Your problem is learning to relax and be yourself. 
But your demand for perfection often frustrates friends. If your 
lines are wavy (like Kim’s and Fabian’s), your emotions are 
changeable. Be careful not to waste your talents by lack of 
direction. You are impulsive, so don’t act on first impressions. 


SLANT: A backward slant (like Tuesday's) means you have 
strong inhibitions and feel the world is hostile to you. In self- 
protection, you withdraw yourself and are then accused of 
being aloof or secretive. Actually, you are extremely shy. A 
forward slant shows confidence in the future. You have the 
initiative and determination to achieve success. You are an 
extrovert dnd, in cases of extreme forward slant, very sensitive. 
If your letters are vertical, you are always in complete control 
of yourself. Your mind dominates your emotions. You keep 
your life tidy and pride yourself upon your self-sufficiency. 
But you are so jealous of your independence that you might 
by-pass love if it threatens your freedom. 


CONNECTED LETTERS: If you write five or more letters 
in a word without a break, you have a logical and analytical 
mind. Emotion rarely wins an argument. Frequent discon- 
nections between letters show social charm and intuition. Im- 





HOW MUCH OF YOURSELF IS SHOWING IN YOUR 








HANDWRITING? 


portant decisions may be delayed for days while you wait for 
inspiration (the source of your talent) to strike and guide you. 


SPACING: Writing that flows smoothly with equal spaces 
between letters and words (like Sandra’s) describes a logical, 
precise person with maturity and social poise. Uneven spacing 
shows you can be unpredictable, act without thought, and have 
dificulty concentrating. 


LINE DIRECTION: Lines sloping gently uphill, shows con- 
fidence in facing new challenges and high goals. Lines that go 
up sharply reflect an almost fanatical determination to succeed. 
Lines going down at the end indicate you’re a person who is 
easily discouraged, with little confidence in your abilities. 


LOOPS: Long, slender loops on strokes above the line show 
you are ‘an idealist who believes that only intellectual and 
spiritual things are important. Full-blown lower loops mean 
you are romantic, but practical. You have a good business mind 
but can lack the imagination to make the most of opportunities. 


THE T-BAR: Crossing your T (T-bar) firmly on the stem 
represents strength. You are forceful and have absolute self- 
control which, coupled with talent, can only mean success. 
Arching the bar downward means you take life too seriously. 
A bar floating above the stem (see Tuesday’s) shows imagina- 
tion and talent. The little hooks on the ends of Tuesday’s bar 
indicate tenacity and a determination to get your own way. 
But be careful of tantrums. A bar above the stem that is arched 
downward symbolizes a desire for protection. 


MARGINS: Even margins indicate culture, good taste, great 
social tact, poise and a strong regard for neatness and order. 
Narrow or irregular margins might mean a poor sense of 
proportion but could also show great enthusiasm, as if you're 
so absorbed in what you’re doing that you disregard form. 
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The Efrem Zimbalists look 


so happy now—but they looked the same way 


just before Efrem walked out on Steffi 


It seemed to Efrem, as he flung 
his two old, battered suitcases 
into the rear of his prized black 
1931 Packard, that everything 
had gone wrong that day. It was 
no use going over the same things, 
over and over again, with Stefh. 
Besides, he was angry. And he 
could never get anything straight- 
ened out when he was mad. So, 
instead of going back into the 
living room where he’d left his 
wife, he took one quick look at 
the house, climbed dejectedly be- 
hind the steering wheel and 
started the engine. The tires 


screeched as the car rounded the 
driveway, a mournful sound in 
the stillness of the late afternoon, 
and then he drove on, out into the 
bustie of the main street traffic. 

He had no intention of coming 
back, he told himself, staring 
blankly ahead. Then, a lonely, 
heart-sickening realization of 
what he had done hit him. . . and 
he felt like a character in a televi- 
sion script. As if it were not he, 
but Stu Bailey of “77 Sunset 
Strip” who was saying out loud, 
“T love my wife .. . but I’m leav- 


ing her.” (Continued on page 83) 


|. wife ever be sure? 


by ANITA ALLEN 








Susan Kohner whispered to George Hamilton: 


“CAN YOU 
KEEP MY SECRET?’”’ 








“If you cross your heart 


and hope to die, 
I'll tell you the secret 


I’ve never told anyone before.’’ 


continued 


“CAN YOU KEEP MY SECRET?” 


Susan Kohner tucked her tan coat under her and 
sat down on the soft mound of freshly cut grass the 
gardener had left to be raked up later. She could, hid- 
den by the big trees and thick shrubs, wait, without 


being seen, for the car to reach the front entrance 

















of their home. Ever since she was a child, she could 








remember coming to this secret place in the garden. 
When she sat there, she used to think that she was 
high enough to nearly reach heaven. Sometimes she 
wrote poetry; other times she’d watch her brother 
Poncho and his friends, hollering and whooping and 
carrying on and she’d wonder, don’t boys ever get 
tired of playing cowboys and Indians and taking 
turns falling down dead? 

She had forgotten about the poems until this week 
when, for some reason, she took her notebooks down 


from the closet shelf and began to read through them. 


: 
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There was a poem she had written ten years before— 
when she was twelve. It read: 

“When I have felt the beating of an anxious heart 
When I have found the meaning of a fond embrace 
When I have gained the inner beauty of the soul 
Then I shall know what love is. . .” 

Was she in love? She pushed the thought out of 
her mind, trying to concentrate, instead, on the script 
by her side. She liked her part in it. 

She heard the car approach even before she could 





see it. It was funny—she thought—the first thing she 
knew about George was that he drove around in a 
big Rolls Royce. Someone had told her that it once 
belonged to the King of (Continued on page 101) 
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how to be IN when you go 


WHAT TO WEAR TO: an offbeat club like The Roar- 
ing 20’s; a beauty spree; TV city; Grauman’s Chinese. 


THE WAY TO LOOK: Natural—as if you were Vici 
Shaw and had husband Roger Smith to please. Vici 
wears printed separates (they match reversible side of 
suit jacket, page 59), dresses them up with hat, gloves. 


OUT in 


WHAT TO WEAR TO: Wil Wright’s ice-cream par- 


lor; shopping Olvera St.; sightseeing the stars’ homes. 


THE WAY TO LOOK: Casual—as if you hadn’t spent 
days looking for a straw hat to match your shoes. Here. 
over suit skirt, a blouse looks different because it’s worn 
out and belted. (Unbelted, it doubles as beach jacket.) 





_ Hollywood- with an 88741 wardrobe 


WHAT TO WEAR TO: inner alt Romanoff’s; star- 
gazing at Dino’s; dancing at Moulin Rouge; premiering. 


THE WAY TO LOOK: Elegantly simple—as if you 
planned that he notice you and not your dress. You'll 
always be right in chiffon, like Vici’s skirt, teamed here 
with a silk blouse. For glamor: jet-black jewelry. 


SEE ROGER SMITH IN ‘77 SUNSET STRIP,"” OVER ABC-TV. VICTORIA SHAW IS IN COLUMBIA'S “BECAUSE THEY'RE YOUNG’ 


WHAT TO WEAR TO: Farmers Market; Disneyland; 
the pool at Beverly Hills Hotel; Aware Inn for yogurt. 


THE WAY TO LOOK: Tailored—-as if it’s no accident 
your shorts fit well and not obvious at all that your 
sweater shows off your figure. For fun: desert boots. 


FOR WHERE TO BUY THESE FASHIONS, TURN TO PAGE 95 


AND “I AIM AT THE STARS.”’ 
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When | told Doris | wanted to be 
a model, she gave me these tips on 
ale)" gn 40 r= | 08 01-010) 4 ~~ ME OF- 1 0011 4-1 > 
natural, chin up, eyes open, smile. 


I'd 

go out 

of my 

way to 
learn from 
those | 
admire 


= if I were iy ae. , 


Doris Day has been my favorite movie star ever since 


| was eight years old, and | bet I’ve seen every one 
of her pictures at least four times. And yet, when | 
finally got to meet Doris in person, the look on her 
face scared me half to death. It was so unlike any- 


thing I’d expected from her. (Continued on page 93) 











LITTLE CHERRY EXPLAINS TO 
HER FATHER, PAT BOONE: 


when God 
waked me up 
the night 

of the fire, 

I asked him- 


“Dear God, 
could you 


please speak 
a little louder- 


I can't 
hear you” 


(Continued on page 
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IVES w/ Now more than ever 


Kotex is confidence 


Kolex napkins now give you a new, incredibly solt covering 
lhese. cotter, tapered napkins have pleated ends for a smoother fit 


And the Kimlon center provides lar better, longer-lasting protection 








continued from page 37 


Debbie wasn’t at the party. She’d 
told me she’d be working late 
that night, so she’d finish her new 
record, the theme song from 
“Suddenly, Last Summer,” in 
time. But see what happened when 
I checked the rumor with her. 


Then turn page for more news. 


. aa 
~ . he x 


Is it true that Liz 


calls you four times a day? 


How do you really feel 


about marriage? 


What’s your formula for What do you What do you 


getting a man? think about boys? wear to bed at night? 









..in love with a wonderful buy! 
































Wardrobe Bra with Six-Way 
Straps nplet r 
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Wings does wonderful things... keeps everything under control, 

including your budget. And stays so fresh and lovely, washing 

after washing. So treat yourself to a wardrobe of Wings. Every 

bra on this page gives you so much luxury, costs so little. 4 5() 


















At favorite department, apparel and specialty stores everywhere 
or write to Wings Bras, 180 Madison Avenue, New York 16, N. Y. 








X-Band Bra...fine embroidered 
72 cotton with lastex overlay at sides 
and ail-lastex back, $1.50 


Beauty Bra...sheer embroidered 
nylon, all-lastex back and sides. 
White, blue, pink, black, $1.50 
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continued 


Word’s out that Yul Brynner’s 
developed a bad case of dandruff. 
..- Jimmy Durante wants me to 
tell everyone that it isn’t true he’s 
having a nose job. The rumor 
started when Jimmy became angry 
at having to pay double admission 
. . Kim 


Novak, who was first with last 


to see smell-o-vision. . 


year’s fad, lavender hair, looked 
striking in this year’s style—no 
hair at all... . Barrie Chase sat 
down next to me for a moment and, 
sighing, slipped off her shoes. “If 
Fred Astaire steps on my foot one 
more time,” she said, “I’ll scream.” 
... Garbo got mad at the photog- 
raphers again. They ran out of film 
before they could take enough pic- 
.. Cary Grant ex- 
plained why he flies all the way 


tures of her. . 


to Hong Kong to see his tailor. 
“I’m a sloppy eater,” he told me, 
“and he’s the only one who knows 
how to get soy sauce stains out.” 
... Saw Eddie Fisher at the Farm- 
ers Market, buying the record 
“Tammy.” ... Ingrid Bergman’s 
calling ex-husband Rossellini by 
his nickname again. And they said 
this divorce wouldn’t last! . . . The 
party ended in an uproar when, 
no matter how he screamed and 
begged, they wouldn’t let Jack 


Benny pay the check.—saARA 
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NORTHAM WARREN. NEW YORK 
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Treasure of the deep fi for your fingertips 
« « © ‘pearl polishes 


Made with essence of pearl! Fathomsdeepdown __ tle excitement that makes other polishes seem 
in the ocean, Nature produces the precious dim and lifeless by comparison. Whether you 
nacre for Cutex pearl polishes. Along Fifth prefer a vivid pink or an offbeat green or orchid, 
Avenue and the rue du Faubourg St. Honoré its | Cutex pearl colors have a special radiance all 
pearly sheen gives a whole new look to smart _ their own. Turn your fingertips into gleaming 
hands. Because Cutex pearl polishes have asub- _jewels...with Cutex long-lasting pearl polishes! 











(Continued on Page 89) 





YOUR 
HANDWRITING 
NEVER LIES 


Continued from page 52 


has a natural, cheerful, outgoing nature. 
The long lower loops denote warm emo- 
tions, physical activity, and also good, 
practical common sense regarding ma- 
terial values. They also indicate a grow- 
ing awareness of her womanhood and the 
beginning of emotional turbulence due to 
a self-consciousness and shyness in her 
relationships with boys. Her personal pro- 
noun “I” is very tiny. She is extremely 
modest and succeeds through her real 
merits, not because of an inflated ego. She 
must overcome this modesty and have 
greater confidence in her own talent if 
she is to achieve the success she could 
have. Her signature starts with a hook 
and a “spring-board” stroke which means 
she is tenacious and will drive forward 
with animation and energy to success. 


FABIAN: His handwriting is imaginative, 
lively, animated and has a_ personal 
rhythm that does not conform to rules. 
It slants far to the right and is very 
irregular. He is emotional, impulsive, sen- 
sitive and has varying moods, yet, despite 
his conflicting moods and internal inse- 
curity, he displays an underlying ma- 
turity and determination to rise to the 
heights. His large capitals display his 
aspirations, his desire for recognition and 
also reveal Fabian’s vivid imagination. His 
long t-bars, up-slanted, show ambition 
and determination. The sharp, angular 
“n” shows a keen, quick mind and in- 
terpretive ability. The tightly locked “o” 
and “a” indicate that he will carefully 
guard his inner life with reticence. The 
middle zone is small and narrow in com- 
parison with the over-all size and here 
the final strokes are missing. He is still 
emotionally immature, which is natural 
at his age, as are inhibitions, shyness and 
some self-consciousness. In direct social 
relationships he may experience a certain 
uneasiness. However, through public per- 
formance his tensions are released and he 
is able to release excess energy and have 
an outlet for his youthful exhibitionism. 
His long upper loops are narrow and 
pointed, an indication of idealism. He is 
full of nervous energy and has a restless 
drive. His writing is a good example of 
offbeat rhythm and expresses the moods 
and emotions of many young people to- 
day. His large signature reveals a pro- 
nounced theatrical sense. The large, flour- 
ished capital “F” shows showmanship, in- 
terest in the limelight and a strong bid 
for attention. He enjoys and likes public 
acclaim. The forward slant and the gar- 
land forms in his signature indicate ini- 
tiative, personality and flair for public 
performance. 

It’s interesting to note, says Miss Rosella, 
that your handwriting can never reveal 
age or sex, even though every character 
trait shows up. 


DEBBIE REYNOLDS: No circumstance 
in life can completely overwhelm her for 
she retains an inner balance and poise 
which enables her to withstand deeply 
disturbing emotional experiences, shown 
by her handwriting which is regular, well- 
connected with even, wide spacing. The 
horizontal line is also even, expressing her 
aesthetic sense and her tenacity. How- 
g ove her lack of punctuation indicates 


she can be careless of other people’s feel- 
ings and forget important details. 

Her lower loops are long and, with the 
even spacing, show remarkable natural 
physical coordination. She is rhythmic and 
musical and has a fine sense of timing. 
Her medium-light pressure shows an 
elastic, buoyant nature and fine spirit, 
and her garland connections express her 
adaptability and responsiveness. The mod- 
erately-forward slant shows a_ natural 
and spontaneous approach to life. She is 
fundamentally an extrovert. 

Her handwriting still adheres somewhat 
to the school form with a few initial 
strokes, showing she has a strong respect 
for her family and her upbringing and 
that she is basically conventional. 

While mainly sociable and friendly, the 
very wide spaces between words and 
lines reveal some detachment and isola- 
tion. She must not carry her desire for 
privacy to the extreme of refusing sincere 
friendships. Her tightly closed “o” com- 
bined with the encircling movement of 
her capitals indicate a reticence about her 


personal life and a refusal to give too 
much of herself to others. 

The large, graceful encircling capitals 
in her signature ending in a long down 
stroke reveal the importance she attaches 
to her public life. Her determination to 
succeed as an actress is so strong that she 


must guard against letting her career 
dominate her life. Her personal pronoun 
“T” is vertical, denoting personal inde- 
pendence, self-control and objectivity. Her 
graceful, well-proportioned upper loops 
disclose idealism and imagination. 


TUESDAY WELD: Her large script re- 
veals her desire to express her personality 
before the public, to achieve recognition 
and acclaim. 

The back slant, combined with sharp 
angular forms and long triangular loops 
indicates a non-conformism, a _ rebellious 
phase through which she is passing be- 
cause of her desire to express herself in 
her own way. Combined with long initial 
strokes, this indicates a long-standing 
family conflict, growing out of her desire 
for more freedom and independence. 

Her “t” and “d” stems are looped, indi- 
cating great sensitivity. The personal pro- 
noun “I” is large, showing a strong ego 
drive. In contrast to this, her signature 
is small, printed and quite unassuming, 
and in good taste. Possibly she feels pres- 


sured and really would like more quiet 
and privacy. Her spacing is excellent and 
the writing very legible and beautifully 
rhythmic. This indicates a good sense of 
timing, artistic ability, taste and talent. 

She has a good mind. Her “n” and “m” 
are sharply pointed which show she is 
very discerning. The back slant of these 
angular forms again indicates her strong 
antagonism to control. She has great tal- 
ent which will be wasted unless she over- 
comes her rebelliousness. She should use 
her fine intelligence to gain insight into 
her inner problems, to reach full expres- 
sion of her rich talents. 


FRANKIE AVALON: His writing has 
great natural charm and discloses a warm, 
outgoing personality. People instinctively 
like him. He is expansive and spontaneous. 
He has a large, quick, right-slanted script 
which is quite graceful and original. His 
pressure is heavy and shaded, revealing 
his warm nature, his responsiveness to 
music, and his intensity. His simplified 
capital “F” has the large, very full loop so 
characteristic of musicians. His imagina- 
tion and talent can be seen in his grace- 
ful, original capitals. 


KIM NOVAK: The overall size is large 
and is slanted forward. The pressure is 
heavy. Her lower loops are very full and 
long, showing she has strong emotional 
impulses, physical vitality, energy and 
warmth, and has a strong sense of rhythm. 
The base line is wavy and uneven and 
the small letters vary in size. She must 
watch her impulsiveness and emotions. 
She should try to find some intellectual 
interest. The large. size and forward slant 
indicate that she wants to express her- 
self through her talents and personality 
and that she seeks recognition and achieve- 


ment. Her angular “m” and “n” reveal 


-her sharp insight and perceptivity and 


her persistence and determination in over- 
coming obstacles. Her heavy, hasty pres- 
sure reveals her love of the physical 
pleasures of life, of luxury and good liv- 
ing and also her responses to color and 
beautiful clothes. She is intrigued by thc 
mysterious, the unusual, the exotic and 
displays an underlying gentleness. 

Her large, stylized, connected and angu- 
lar signature reveals her forcefulness, her 
initiative, her obduracy and her uncom- 
promising determination to reach the 
heights in her profession. But she must 
not let emotionalism interfere with this 
success. A pronounced change in her 
writing in past years indicates a growing 
strength in her personality and greater 
control and deliberation. 


DOLORES HART: She has a keen mind, 
strength of character, emotional balance 
and physical coordination. Her base line 
and forward slant are remarkably regular 
and show reliability. Her powers of con- 
centration and her mental maturity are 
indicated by the small size of her letters. 
She places so much emphasis on technical 
perfection and competence, as shown by 
the angular forms, the sharp, precise 
strokes and the regularity, that she re- 
stricts her creative imagination. Her in- 
itiative shows in the forward slant. Her 
capitals are simple and well-proportioned, 
showing she has refinement, taste and 
artistic talent. The pronoun “I” is small. 
She is modest but firm and wastes no 
time on non-essentials. But it’s important 
that she learn how to relax and not drive 
herself too hard. She should be more 
yielding and responsive with people. 
Her finals end abruptly at the line. 
Her fine sense of timing, of music 
and rhythm are shown in her even spac- 
ing. The long lower loops portray her 
physical activity, her dancing, and her 





warmth of feeling. She is methodical, 
moral and controlled. —ROSA ROSELLA 


WATCH FOR SANDRA DEE IN U.L’S “RO- 
MANOFF AND JULIET” AND ALSO “POR- 
TRAIT IN BLACK.” HEAR HER VOICE 
IN UI.’S “THE SNOW QUEEN.” SHE RE- 
CORDS FOR DECCA. . WATCH FOR 
FABIAN IN 20TH’S “HIGH TIME.” HE RE- 
CORDS ON THE CHANCELLOR LABEL... . 
SEE DEBBIE REYNOLDS IN PAR.’S “THE 
RAT RACE” AND “PLEASURE OF HIS COM- 
PANY.” SHE RECORDS FOR DOT. DON’T 
MISS HER SPECIALS ON ABC-TV... . 


WATCH FOR TUESDAY WELD IN 20TH’S | 
SEE HER IN U.I.’S “THE | 


“HIGH TIME.” 
PRIVATE LIVES OF ADAM AND EVE” AND 
“BECAUSE THEY’RE YOUNG” FOR COL. 
SHE’S ALSO ON CBS-TV, TUES., 8:30-9 P.M., 
EST. IN “THE MANY LOVES OF DOBIE 
GILLIS.” .. . FRANKIE AVALON CAN BE 
SEEN IN U.A.’S “THE ALAMO” AND WAR- 


NERS’ “GUNS OF THE TIMBERLAND.” HE | 
SINGS FOR CHANCELLOR. ... WATCH FOR | 


KIM NOVAK IN COL.’S “STRANGERS WHEN 
WE MEET.” ... WATCH FOR DOLORES 
HART IN “THE GIRLS OF SUMMER” FOR 
PAR. ... SEE DWAYNE HICKMAN ON CBS- 
TV. TUES., 8:30-9 P.M. EST, IN “THE MANY 
LOVES OF DOBIE GILLIS.” ... SEE DARRYL 
HICKMAN IN “TEXAS JOHN SLAUGHTER” 
ON THE “WALT DISNEY PRESENTS” SHOW, 
EVERY FRI., 7:30-8:30 P.M. EST, ON ABC-TV. 








ANNETTE 


Continued from page 43 


You see, something happened last Mon- 
day which made me realize that they’re 
really as simple to understand as A, B, C. 
It all started when I went out on a date 
with Tommy Cole (that’s him in the pic- 
tures). Remember him? We were Mouse- 
keteers together. I hadn’t dated him for 
ages—not since he asked me out once, 
years ago, on what must have been one of 
my very first dates. We had fun that time 
but, well, things weren’t quite like they 


were last Monday. I wasn’t nearly so at | 


ease and I remember that I didn’t know 
really what to talk about. But now I do. 
Anyway, going out with him, again, sort 


of made me think; made me realize how | 


much Id learned about boys since that 


very first time we went out together. | 


Things which make me able to enjoy 
dates, really enjoy them. 


First of all, I think a girl should try to | 


understand a boy’s problems. Try to put 
herself in his shoes and imagine how she 
would feel if she were in his position. Like 
on one date when I went out with a friend 
of my brother’s whom I’d known for two 
months. He was the umpire for the Little 
League baseball team, and he was very 
shy. He was awfully nice but he couldn’t 


strike up a conversation with anybody. | 
Fortunately, it was a double date and he | 
wasn’t as ill at ease as he might have been. | 


We went to the opening of Ice Capades in 
Hollywood. I had appeared on the Disney 
show for three years and sometimes people 
would recognize me and ask for an auto- 
graph. They did, that night, and this boy 


stood to one side while the crowd closed | 
in around me, feeling really left out. I un- | 


derstood and tried to be extra attentive to 
him to make up for it. I think a boy appre- 
ciates this. 


] remember I was wearing my first high 


heels and I was scared stiff. I had trou- | 
ble walking in them. They must have | 
been too small or something because my | 


feet were killing me and, when we reached 


our seats, I took those miserable shoes off. | 


Then my feet swelled up and I had trouble 
getting the shoes back on! I was wearing a 
party dress—I forget the color—and my 


mother’s coat which was white and had a | 
mink collar. We had hot fudge sundaes | 


afterward and I never ate a sundae so fast. 
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You can swim, walk in the 
rain, weep at the movies, 
and keep that “born- 
beautiful” look, with 
“Dark-Eyes” . .. avoids 
looking “featureless” at the 
beach. Water makes mascara 
tun—with “Dark-Eyes” this 
CAN'T HAPPEN! “Dark- 
Eyes” is not a mascara... 


“Dark-Eyes” keeps brows 
and lashes NATURALLY 
soft, dark, luxuriant ALL 
DAY, ALL NIGHT. “Dark- 
Eyes" colors, doesn't coat. 
Lasts until hairs are replaced 
every 4 to 5 weeks. 


Bg No more sticky, beady look 
no more brittle, breaking 
hairs—no more tired looking 
smudges under eyes. 
“Dark-Eyes’’ contains no 
aniline dyes. Light brown, 
brown, black. 


* Now in 26th year 


“Year's supply $1.25 
at leading drug, dep't and 
variety stores. 


“DARK-EYES” COMPANY, Dept. P-50 
3319 W. Carroll Ave., Chicago 24, Ill. 


! enclose 25¢ (coin or stamps—tax included) for 
TRIAL SIZE pkg. of “Dark-Eyes" with directions. 
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No bulky applicator! A wonderful new, safe kind of internal sanitary pro- 
tection! The prelubricated tip does away with cardboard applicators—makes 
insertion easy, gentle, medically correct. Pursettes® are smaller, daintier, yet 
in a university study were as much as 25% more absorbent than regular 


applicator-type tampons. 








Available at drugstores. Name 
FREE OFFER: For trial 

supply of Pursettes tampons, Address 
send 10¢ for postage-han- (ity 





dling to: Campana, Box 


TS-15, Batavia, Illinois, Zone 


State 
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20 minutes 
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I had to be home by twelve. It was a lot of 
laughs and I loved it. 

Something I’ve learned about a boy is— 
never trust him completely. They couldn’t 
keep a secret if they were sealed in a time 
capsule. Most of them tell their boyfriends 
everything. It’s best just to always remain 
coy. 

Sometimes I wonder why boys act the 
way they do. But I guess everybody goes 
through moods. There are days when I 
love everybody, and days when I just want 
to be alone. If a boy acts moody when he’s 
with you—well, I think they do it for at- 
tention. They want to be babied and pam- 
pered. Like they’ll say they don’t feel too 
well or they’re depressed. I admit that at 
times like this I baby them. It’s fun if 
that’s what they want. A boy likes a girl 
to be sympathetic. He also wants to feel 
she’s someone he can trust and confide in— 
a girl who won’t drop him for another boy 
the moment his back is turned. 

I dislike show-offs, or anyone who’s con- 
ceited—the superior type who thinks he 
knows everything. They’re obnoxious. If 
you know him well enough you can say, 
“Gee, let’s get conceited.” If you don’t, 
don’t go out with him any more That’s 
not the kind of date you like to have. No 
girl can enjoy a boy who makes her feel 
belittled. 

If you care enough, you can try to fig- 
ure out why a boy is acting that way. I 
know many boys in show business who 
think they have to be forward or they’re 
not going to make it. What they really 
need is self-confidence. Sometimes, what 
appears to be arrogance or conceit is cov- 
ering up a very shy personality. 

It’s awful to be shy. I know. When I was. 
little, L was petrified of people. That’s why 
my mother sent me to dancing school. 
That’s where I began to come out of it 


And then, when I got on the Disney show, 

















the kids were so friendly and such fun 
they helped me tremendously. Until I was 
thirteen, I didn’t care about boys or how 
I looked or anything. 

To this day, I’m still kind of shy when 
I meet somebody new. Of course, if he’s in 
the business it’s easy because we have so 
much in common. 


y advice to kids going out on their 
first date would be—just try to relax, 
and before you leave have everything 

planned that you’re going to say. Then you 
won’t have any trouble and won’t get 
stuck for words. Always be yourself and 
don’t worry about making an impression. 
That’s where so many boys go wrong. They 
think they have to be fresh to make an im- 
pression. I hate that type. The best thing 
to do with a wolf is to let him know ex- 
actly where he stands before you even go 
out. A girl lets a boy know how far he 
can go. It’s all up to the girl. Some girls 
will kiss a boy on the first date, some 
won't. As far as I’m concerned, if you 
really like the boy and he likes you, I 
think it’s fine. 

Boys do lots of things that make you 
mad—like bragging about other girls they 
know. This does nothing for them but 
lower them in your estimation. Some boys 
look at other girls constantly. Especially 
if you’re in a car. It’s very annoying but 
I never say anything. It’s best not to if 
that’s the way they want to be. But it 
shows they’re not very mature. And the 
practical jokers! They are awful. They’re 
never serious. Always clowning around. 
At a party you can’t talk to them. They 
won't take anything seriously. It’s very 
exasperating. And at every party you find 
some character who wants to spike the 
punch. They’re such bores. They want the 
crowd to think they’re big shots, but 
they just prove how infantile they are. 


with a permanent! 


Only new Bobbi waves while you sleep... 
brushes into a softly feminine, lasting hairstyle! 


If you can put up your hair in 
pin curls, you can give yourself a 
Bobbi—the easy pin curl permanent. 
It takes only twenty minutes more 
than a regular setting! Then, the 
wave'‘takes’’ while you sleep because 





Another type I can’t stand is the fast 
driver. They’re not only obnoxious, they’re 
downright dangerous. I was on my way to 
a hamburger stand, one night, with a boy 
who had a little sports car. He was going 
way over the speed limit and cutting cor- 
ners sharp. I just said, “My girlfriend lives 
down the block. You can let me out right 
here.” 

It’s not that I’m a sissy. I think speed is 
fine—at the race track. I know one boy 
who has a racing car. I have a Thunder- 
bird. I seem to have gotten off the track 
(no pun intended). I was talking about 
things boys do that make me mad. I don’t 
think any boy has the right to tell a girl 
how to use makeup or how to wear her 
hair. Only a girl knows these things. As 
far as clothes are concerned, though, I do 
think a boy has the right to say, “Gee, I'd 
love to see you in a pretty red dress.” But 
they shouldn’t tell you how to dress. 

I notice what a boy is wearing immedi- 
ately. Especially socks. I love to see if they 
match his shirt or sweater. What I love 
most, on a boy, are red socks, loafers, gray 
pants and bulky red sweaters. I hate slop- 
py dressers. It can be very uncomfortable. 
Especially if you’re going some place real 
nice and they're dressed all wrong. There’s 
no such thing as a gentle hint for getting 
around a situation like that. It would be 
too embarrassing. What do you say? “Wash 
up, would you?” Their manners will prob- 
ably match their dress and they won’t 
even know enough to open a door for you 
and let you enter first. On a casual date, I 
don’t think it’s important for a boy to rush 
around opening car doors but, when you 
go out formal, little things like that are 
important. 


|. yee thing I wish boys would under- 


stand is that when a girl is in show 


business she sometimes has to break 




















Bobbi is self-neutralizing. In the 
morning you wake up with a perma- 
nent that brushes into a soft, finished 
hairstyle with the lasting body only 
a permanent gives. Complete kit 
with curlers, $2.00. Refill, $1.50. 





a date for an interview or pictures or 
something. Some boys get furious. They 
think it’s an act—that you’re trying to 
show off or, worse yet, avoid them. That’s 
why it’s difficult for me to go with boys 
who are not in the business. They just 
don’t understand. 

I have one friend who does—Paul Anka. 
He understands my problems and I under- 
stand his. We hit it off beautifully from 
the moment we met. His manager was at 
our house, one night, and asked if I’d like 
to meet Paul. I said yes, so he arranged a 
dinner. And Paul and I took to each other 
right away 

Some people ask whether we’re in love. 
Well, we do have wonderful times to- 
gether. But are we in love? That’s another 
story. 

Last minute calls by boys annoy me. I 
like to be called by the middle of the week 
for a Friday or Saturday date. It’s much 
more considerate. Boys who call at the last 
minute, make a big mistake. Sometimes it 
just makes you think they couldn’t find 
anyone else. Of course, if it’s a last minute 
inspiration, that’s different. Like when 
somebody says, “Hey, let’s have a party.” 
Sometimes that’s more fun than something 
you’ve looked forward to for weeks. 

The having fun part is really important 
and it isn’t so hard, though some kids 
seem to think so. I’ve had letters from 
teenagers asking me how you get to un- 
derstand boys and how you can be sure 
that a date will be a success. Well, I’d say 
all you have to know about boys is maybe 
they’re human, too. And this, I think, was 
the most important thing that I discovered 
when I started to think about boys last 
Monday. That they’re really just human 
and so often they feel just the same way 
girls do. Honest! —THE Enp 
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The most convenient 
permanent of all — 
home or 
beauty shop! 


Only $2.00 



















HOLLYWOOD 


Continued from page 63 


Let me tell you about what happened at 
Schwab’s. It might explain the place and 
me—and Hollywood. 

Because I get mail, messages, phone 
calls and visitors at Schwab’s, they have 
supplied me with an office. It’s a way of 
keeping my mail, messages, phone calls, 
visitors and me from getting mixed up 
with the prescriptions, perfumes, cosmetics, 
etc. This office is at the extreme rear of 
the store, and is perched on a ledge about 
a flight of stairs above the main floor of 
the store. 

What’s really important is the fourth 
wall, which isn’t really a wall. It’s a large 
glass window. This glass window is the 
prize of the office, because it overlooks 
the entire store. People in the store who 
look up see only the attractive grey-cloth 
curtains. They don’t know there is an 
office behind those curtains, and that often 
in this office I’m behind these curtains, un- 
seen, watching them. 

It’s a wonderful feeling. 

I watch the floor show at Schwab’s 
nightly. The cast of characters changes 


hourly. And what a cast! The minute you 


Everyone was whispering about Shirley. 


enter the store you're part of the floor 
show. I was sitting up in my office when 
the pharmacist downstairs buzzed me and 
then said to me on the phone, “There’s a 
Shirley MacLaine down here asking if 
you're around. What will I tell her?” I 
took a quick peep. Sure enough—“a Shir- 
ley MacLaine” was the MacLaine, as if 
there could be another. “Send her up,” I 
said. 

Shirley had a Japanese woman friend 
with her and was showing her the sights 
of Hollywood, meaning, Shirley hastened 
to explain, Schwab’s and the office—not me. 
After some polite laughter and pleasant 
remarks, I decided to entertain Shirley and 
her guest. I told them about the innocent- 
looking grey curtains and allowed them to 
stand in front of them and look down at 
the store and the people. Shirley and her 
friend watched the guys and dolls reading 
the magazines, spraying themselves with 
the sample perfume, etc. 

“This is great fun!” declared the Japa- 
nese woman. “It is better than standing 
in the footprints at Grauman’s Chinese. 
Besides, I could not find a pair to fit.” 

“My size isn’t there either,” wowed 
Shirley. 

Later, Shirley MacLaine and her friend 
left, Shirley asking if she could come 
back another night for the floor show. 
From force of habit, I peered from behind 
the grey curtains. The cast of the floor 


show now included Shirley MacLaine and 
the Japanese woman, spraying themselves 
with the sample perfume. 

And that’s how the rumor started. The 
next day, everyone was asking me if it 
was true; if I knew what Shirley was up 
to. You see, the perfume she chose was 
“My Sin.” 

Schwab’s closes at midnight. The cast 
of characters moves onward and upward 
to join other characters. I mean, they 
move upward a few blocks onto the fa- 
mous Sunset Strip and one of the many 
coffee houses which reveal The Strip after 
dark. 

The Strip is a unique stretch of road 
(18 mile rialto between Hollywood and 
Beverly Hills) where the swank restaurant, 
LaRue’s (where Cary Grant or Doris Day 
may be dining) rubs elbows with a coffee 
house (Unicorn) or an all-night short- 
order restaurant, Tops (where Ricky Nel- 
son or Judi Meredith can be waiting for 
the group). People used to speed on The 
Strip to get from Beverly Hills to Holly- 
wood and vice versa. Today, The Strip, 
with its swank shops, its office buildings, 
its talent agencies and its nightlife, is as 
important as Beverly Hills, more important 
than Hollywood. 

The Strip, with its sidewalk cafes, has 
taken on a Continental atmosphere and 
looks like old Vienna—or so I’m told. 
I know the coffee houses have supplied a 
great need for the young players as well 
as the beatniks: it has given them a place 
to meet. The coffee house is just another 
form of the Lonely Hearts Club. People, 
young and old, become lonely and they 
like to gather and chat. There comes that 
hour when people need people and not 
another TV program. 


he two most popular coffee houses on 

The Strip are Chez Paulette and Cy- 

rano’s. But don’t go there expecting to 
see the big-name movie stars. They—and 
I mean John Wayne, Kirk Douglas, Kim 
Novak, Tony Curtis and even Jayne Mans- 
field—only go there on special occasions: 
with a visitor from home, for instance. 
The coffee houses, for the main, are fre- 
quented by beatniks, fringe characters. and 
the kids. The younger players, such as 
Tuesday Weld, George Hamilton, Linda 
Hutchings, Mickey Callan, Barrie Chase, 
can be found at these Strip coffee houses. 
Many of the younger players come here 
on a Tuesday night, after their drama 
class, or on a Friday night, which happens 
to be the big date night out here. 

There are exceptions, however. Marlon 
Brando, when not deeply engrossed in 
something, wanders the coffee house cir- 
cuit. Sometimes, Marlon comes to these 
crowded coffee houses to take a table and 
be alone; other times, he is with his friends, 
Sam Gilman, Lisbeth Hush and Carlo 
Fiori. In fact. Marlon was a shill for a 
coffee house. He put over the Chez Paul- 
ette. Because Marlon went there a few 
nights a week, the place became packed. 
The Brando disciples didn’t know when 
their Marlon would be there, so, to make 
sure, they were present every night. 

Marlon and his group now frequent Cy- 
rano’s, which is run by Jack Klotz and 
features good food and good manners. It 
is said that the place is frequented by 
“neat beatniks.” 

Before leaving The Strip, I must tell you 
about Dino’s, which is featured in the TV 
series “77 Sunset Strip.” Don’t expect to 
find Dean Martin dining here nightly. He 
seldom puts in an appearance, and, if the 
truth must be known, Dino dines most 
often at home. Or else, he can be found at 
friend Frank Sinatra’s (and Peter Law- 
ford’s) place, Puccini’s, or at the Villa 
Capri, or at La Scala. 

Tourists coming to town are surprised 


to discover that “77 Sunset Strip” is not 
actually next door to Dino’s, and that the 
exact number on the awning next door 
is 8532. The building next door is not the 
home of those never-failing private eyes, 
Efrem Zimbalist. Jr. and Roger Smith, but 
the home of another type agency—the Mary 
Webb Davis Model agency. 

There are some things for real in this 
supposed make-believe town that both 
tourist and resident should take in if he 
or she is to know the town well. First, 
there are the empty footprints in the 
forecourt of Grauman’s Chinese Theater. 
Those footprints now cost $150 to be 
firmly imprinted there in cement. It is 
still the desire of those aspiring to fame to 
stand in the footprints of the mighty and 
try them on for size—regardless of how 
corny these hip IN people might say it is. 
So go ahead and do it, if you feel like it, 
on your trip to Hollywood. 

I know this story to be true. It happened 
a few years ago when, after making “Gen- 
tlemen Prefer Blondes,” Marilyn Monroe 
and Jane Russell both put their footprints 
into the forecourt of Grauman’s Chinese. 
A few nights later, after the cement had 
dried and hardened, Marilyn made a trip 
to Grauman’s Chinese. Hollywood Boule- 
vard was empty and deserted, except for 
a few slim-hipped chaps cruising in their 
sports cars. It was about two in the 
morning when Marilyn parked her car, 
walked over to her own footprints, and 
stood in them. 

“I waited a long time to get them there. 
I wanted the thrill of standing in my own 
footprints,” said Marilyn. 

Then, she got back into her car and 
drove home and slept the sleep of the 
contented. How do I know this? The lady 
told me so herself the next day when, as 
usual, I was hitch-hiking. 


don’t drive. I am chauffeured to one of 

the studios by my wife, Estelle, de- 

posited, and left on my own. From now 
on, and sometimes it goes on until two or 
three in the morning, I am on my own. 
I haven’t driven a car for all the years I 
have covered the Hollywood Beat. I can’t 
drive. And don’t tell me how easy and 
simple it is! All the improvements of the 
auto manufacturers haven’t solved the 
driving problem for me, yet. But I admire 
them and thank them for keeping on trying. 

I seldom take taxis—only when real 
stuck—because I feel that is something 
akin to cheating. Anyone can phone for a 
cab (the biggest taxi service in town is the 
Yellow Cab) or take a bus (there are lots 
of them; to find out which goes where, 
just call Richmond 7-4455). 

But the actors, actresses, secretaries, 
starlets, grips, have come to know that I 
don’t drive. And I have come to know the 
departing time and the direction the vari- 
ous actors, actresses, secretaries, etc. will 
be driving. It has worked out very well, 
and there have been only a few times that 
I’ve been left stranded in the chill night 
air. 

This not-driving-a-car, I have found to 
be an asset, although it was not planned 
this way when I started columning. It isn’t 
that I obtain any stop-the-press scoops 
from my celebrity chauffeurs, but I often 
hear some interesting chatter. More im- 
portant is the background knowledge I 
acquire from my chauffeurs. I say there’s 
nothing like riding with a movie star to 
know a movie star, well—almost nothing 
like it. 

I was given a lift by Gary Cooper when 
he drove a streamlined sports car and liked 
to feel the breeze push against his face. 
Gary, let me tell you, had more than “Yup” 
to say to other drivers on the road. To- 
day’s speed-boy is Steve McQueen and he 
gets a charge when he charges that motor. 











Steve does drive carefully and, to my 
knowledge, he hasn’t received a ticket. 
But I will say he gets me to Schwab’s 
faster than anyone else. I remember, once, 
when Marlene Dietrich was my chauffeur, 
and suddenly I asked her to stop on 
Wilshire, near Rodeo. I spotted a friend 
who was waiting for a cab. He got into 
Dietrich’s car and Marlene merely said, 
“I’ve got a hitch-hiker who picks up hitch- 
hikers!” 

For quite some time, Marilyn Monroe 
was my chauffeur. Marilyn is an individual 
while driving a car, as she is with every- 
thing. For a while, I was concerned, be- 
cause Marilyn would be looking into the 
mirror at herself or memorizing some lines, 
her eyes blinking closed for a brief second. 
“Marilyn!” I'd shout, “why don’t you look 
where you're going? Why don’t you look 
at the other cars!” Marilyn would reply, 
“TI don’t have to look at the other cars. 
They’re looking at me.” 

I don’t have to tell you. They were! And 
Marilyn is one of the best and safest 
chauffeurs I ever had. I’m telling you all 
this, dear people, so that if you ever see 
me standing outside of a studio or on Sun- 
set Boulevard, you might offer me a ride. 
Especially if you’re going in the direction 
of Schwab’s, my headquarters. 

I don’t care what anyone says is happen- 
ing to the movies. The hundreds of daily 
visitors to Hollywood want to see a movie 
studio. And by see it, they mean get into 
a studio, onto a set, and stand close 
enough to a movie star to whisper “Hello” 
and be heard. 


know what it means getting into a stu- 
dio, because, although I’m a columnist, 
I’m basically a visitor. I can get into 
a studio okay; my problem is staying 
there. You see, I’m a columnist who likes 
te do his work (writing the column in- 





cluded) from a studio office—when I’m not 
at Schwab’s. And these offices, even empty, 
are reserved for employees of the studio. 
Several times I have gone to great lengths, 
such as producing movies (“The Jolson 
Story,” “The Eddie Cantor Story”), to se- 
cure an office-within-a-studio to write my 
column. Therefore, I don’t believe I have 
to say any more to assure you that I know 
how much it means to you to crash a 
studio. 

I’m with you, and I'll admit the studios 
should be better organized and have better 
arrangements to take care of the many 
people who want to visit their glamor 
factories. The only advice I can give you 
is to phone the studio you want to visit 
(after you arrive in town, of course). Sev- 
eral studios have their own guided tours, 
while others have made arrangements with 
bus companies for a tour of the studios. All 
of the TV studios have guided tours, too, 
and when you call about those, you can 
ask for tickets to your favorite show at the 
same time. 

The tour won’t be as complete or indi- 
vidualistic as if you were a relative of 
M-G-M’s Sol C. Siegel, but at least it’s 
getting in—and that’s something! 

There’s nothing I like better than to 
walk and browse in the shops, and I do 
this whenever I’m a little in front with my 
work or I have a visitor in town. Then I 
travel the streets of Beverly Hills, from 
little Santa Monica to Wilshire, which 1 
call Schlepp Row, and look into the mar- 
kets, the galleries, the book stores. On 
these streets, dressed for lunch in the 
latest fashion or in slacks, you can bump 
into some of your favorite movie actresses 
acting like wives—doing the shopping, the 
marketing. I have met Janet Leigh, Bar- 
bara Rush, and even May Britt selecting 
vegetables and books. 

The two most popular book stores in 








Beverly, I'd say, are Martindale’s and 
Marian Hunter’s. I have known Marian 
Hunter and her husband, Dick Kilpatrick, 
for years and must introduce them to you 
to include in our cast of characters. 

Marian is one of the founders of the 
original Hollywood Studio Club (where 
Kim Novak lived when she was just getting 
started) and will tell you great stories of 
those pioneer days in movietown. She re- 
calls how ZaSu Pitts eloped. “Not that 
she had to. We all knew she was going to 
get married. We even put the ladder next 
to her window so she could climb down 
and make her getaway.” Dick Kilpatrick 
will tell you about the trade winds that 
blow in across the Pacific from the islands. 
“And if you arrange the windows and 
doors in your house right, the place will 
be cool and you'll never need an air-con- 
ditioning system.” There must be some- 
thing in what Kilpatrick says, because the 
Marian Hunter bookshop is always com- 
fortable on the hottest day. Oh yes, if 
Kilpatrick is really your friend, he’s apt 
to lean over and whisper to you: “I 
wouldn’t buy that book. I read it. You 
won’t like it.” He’s that kind of a book- 
seller. 

And at Martindale’s, you’re apt to run 
into Groucho Marx, Art Linkletter, or any 
of the other actor-authors who are brows- 
ing around to see how their books are sell- 
ing. And in Hollywood books do sell. I’m 
told that one of the first charge accounts 
Kim Novak opened was at a_ bookstore. 

I won’t name too many things in par- 
ticular that you should see and do while 
in Hollywood. This you can get by sending 
away for the special booklet that’s offered 
on the Photoplay coupon at the end of 
this story. And be like me on the Holly- 
wood Beat. Know what you do know and 
play the rest by ear. Improvise. It’s more 
fun. 
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But be certain that you know the movie 
stars when you see them. Plenty of people 
mistake movie stars for tourists, and visi- 
tors for movie stars. It was only the other 
day that Paul Newman came into Schwab’s. 
The clerk who waited on him was terribly 
excited, and, before the sale had been 
made, asked Paul if he could have an 
autograph. Paul pleasantly obliged. Then 
the purchase was made, and Paul Newman 
wrote out a check for a little more than 
the purchase, because he wanted to have 
a little cash with him. The same clerk, 
who had just pocketed the autograph, 
looked at the check, looked at Paul New- 
man, and then politely asked: “Have you 
any identification with you, sir?” 

And don’t forget me if you're driving 
along Wilshire, Sunset or Hollywood 
Boulevard. I’m a short, dark fellow who 
is looking for a ride, thank you. 


6 DAYS WITH PLAY 


How many of the places on pages 62 and 
63, did you guess? Here are the answers, 
by column (or day), going from the top 
down: 


FIRST DAY 


Getting there is fun: You can find out all 
about the different ways to get to Holly- 
wood by sending for the booklet on Photo- 
play’s coupon. If you take the train, for 
instance, it lands you right across from 
colorful Olvera Street, the Spanish-Mexi- 
can village. I must be truthful and tell you 
that I’ve never been to Olvera Street or 
Chinatown either, which is also in down- 
town Los Angeles. I’ve been told they’re 
great and plenty of fun. But from my very 
beginning in Hollywood, I tried to pass 
as a native and seldom got below Western 
Avenue. However, don’t be a dope like me. 
You go, and then tell me about it. A few 
more sales talks and I’m going to turn 
tourist. You people have more fun. 


SECOND DAY 


Disneyland: It’s 45 minutes from Holly- 
wood, just by placing your car on the 
Santa Ana Freeway and allowing it to 
follow the other cars. You can go by bus 
or helicopter, too. This place takes the 
barker and the gyp out of the amusement 
center and brings an honest, clean and 
entertaining Walt Disney feature alive. 
General Admission’s $1.00 if you’re be- 
tween 12 and 17, another quarter if you’re 
older. But Annette Funicello recommends 
getting one of the special Ticket Books 
that combine general admission and a 
number of attractions all for one price. 
She told me you can do Disneyland for 
about $5.00 and never even notice you're 
on a budget. 

Farmers Market: Definitely a must, it can 
be found on Fairfax and Third St., by TV 
City, which keeps its CBS eye on it. Here 
you can eat, outdoors, any type of food; 
you can shop for anything from a stamp 
to an antique; you can have your shoes 
repaired while you wait, or have a facial, 
also while you wait; you can buy vegeta- 
bles, fruit and meat, delivered fresh early 
that very morning. The prices are fairly 
reasonable. The one drawback: the place 
is always crowded. If it’s too crowded, 
you can cross the street—be careful!—and 
go to the Town and Country Market, 
which grew and is growing and takes care 
of the overflow from Farmers. 


THIRD DAY 


Grauman’s Chinese: If you don’t know all 
about this place, you probably don’t go to 
the movies often enough. Other famous 
movie theaters out here are the Pantages, 
at Hollywood and Vine, where they give 





out the Oscars, and the Egyptian Theater 
on Hollywood Blvd., a real showplace. 
Dancing: Try the Moulin Rouge or, for 
a great view of the town, the Star on the 
Roof, at the Beverly Hilton. And while 
you’re in an elegant mood, visit my fa- 
vorite hotel, the Beverly Hills Hotel. I sit 
in front of the fireplace in the lobby and 
watch the movie stars go by into the Polo 
Lounge. I wish I had the dough that’s 
merely discussed over the tables in this 
lounge. If I did, I could afford to register. 
Brown Derby: I must tell you about the 
Derby, probably the first Hollywood res- 
taurant to become nationally famous. The 
original Brown Derby is on Wilshire 
Blvd., near the Ambassador Hotel, and is 
the only one still in the shape of a brown 
derby. The others are on Vine St., in 
Beverly Hills on Rodeo Dr. and Wilshire, 
and on Las Feliz Blvd. If you don’t want 
to look like a tourist, enter the Vine St. 
Derby by the side entrance, near the park- 
ing lot. TV celebrities do this. It makes 
them feel IN. 

Trader Vic’s: They’ve got food from the 
49th state, so go ahead and try it. Don’t 
be a sissy and end up ordering from the 
ham-and-eggs side of the menu. 


FOURTH DAY 


77 Sunset Strip: See what it really says 
on the canopy. 

TV City: This is where CBS beams its 
shows from. NBC calls its hangout Tele- 
vision Center. Call either place for tickets. 
Wil Wright’s: If you want various shades 
of ice cream, done up fancier and sweeter 
than you’ve ever tasted, drop in at one 
of the Wil Wright ice-cream parlors, 
scattered throughout the town. Molly Bee 
and other younger stars like the branches 
on Sunset Strip or South Beverly Dr. The 
same gang haunts the branch of Ham- 
burger Hamlet that’s right near the Photo- 
play office. If you’re an organic food fan 
and like ending your dinner with Tiger’s 
Milk or Dandelion Coffee, you can get a 
table at the Aware Inn, right next to 
Gardner McKay, Joan Collins, Mark 
Damon or Nick Adams. I was introduced 
to this place by Mari Blanchard; and often 
you'll be surprised who’s now on a health 
food kick. I am. 


FIFTH DAY 


Beauty: I’m not much for beauty shops, 
as I didn’t have to inform you, but I’ve 
been told by everyone, from Janet Leigh 
to Mrs. Jim Garner, that they read my 








Photoplay column under a hair drier. Be- 
lieve me, I’m grateful to be read anywhere, 
and if it improves circulation, I’m for in- 
stalling more driers. I must confess, how- 
ever, that I’ve only visited one beauty 
parlor and it’s the one belonging to Gene 
Shacove, located on Wilshire Blvd. I went 
there to see what starlets look like under a 
hair drier, reading Photoplay. They tell me 
they look the same at Cinema Hair Styl- 
ists, where the stars go to have their hair 
done by the same men who do it for 
them at the studios. 

Shopping: If you have time, try to visit 
McDaniel’s Market, in Beverly Hills on 
Schlepp Row, where you’re apt to run into 
anyone from June Allyson to Barbara 
Stanwyck to Mrs. Edward G. Robinson. 
While in this neighborhood, there’s Bailey’s 
for cakes and goodies. Another notable 
market is the Ranch Market in Holly- 
wood which, open around the clock, has 
an outdoor coffee shop, and was Holly- 
wood’s first boast that we didn’t pull in 
the sidewalks at midnight. Also in Holly- 
wood is the Hughes Market, newer and 
also open all night. I’ve seen Marlon 
Brando there, pushing a wire cart. This 
is strictly for Night People. For Day 
People, you can splurge on clothes where 
the stars do, at Jax in Beverly Hills or 
Ruth Lewis’ in Westwood Village. And 
there are stores that sell stars’ clothes. But 
don’t take them too seriously. Most of the 
stars give their old clothes to charity. 
Cyrano’s: That picture of me on the ter- 
race was taken on an off-day at this coffee 
shop. Brando wasn’t there. 


SIXTH DAY 


Swimming: I’m not much in a bathing suit, 
but Paul Anka tells me the best beaches 
are at Santa Monica, Malibu, Zuma, Her- 
mosa, Laguna, Balboa and Newport. 
Tennis: There are a couple of courts right 
next to the Sand and Pool Club at the 
Beverly Hills Hotel. I’m strictly a spec- 
tator, which can be rugged, too. For in- 
stance, I have a stiff neck for days after 
ingees Efrem Zimbalist or Bob Evans 
play. 
Eggheads: By now, everyone knows where 
Edward G. Robinson, Martha Hyer and 
Rock Hudson put their money—in paint- 
ings. Actually, everybody’s doing it, and 
you can see the stars looking over future 
investments at such art galleries as Hat- 
field Dalzell’s, Paul Kantor’s Perreau- 
Saussine or Esther Robles’. 

And that’s Hollywood for you. 
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EFREM ZIMBALIST 


Continued from page 55 


Just ahead, the traffic light was chang- | 
ing to red on Ventura Boulevard. He | 


jammed on the brakes and the big car 
skidded to a sudden halt. 

“Hey, Zimmy,” someone yelled from the 
open window of a car which had pulled 
up beside his. “Where are you going in 
such a hurry?” 

He looked around. It was one of his 
and Steffi’s friends. A nice guy—a reporter 
on one of the local papers. Somehow he 
felt like a kid caught playing hooky from 
school. Before he realized what he was 
doing, he was saying sheepishly, “Steffi 
and I—we’ve had a misunderstanding. Ill 
call you about it later. That’s a promise.” 

The reporter looked startled and sud- 
denly Efrem realized the full implications 
of what he had said. “I must have been 
feeling really guilty about the whole thing 
to blurt it all out so quickly,” he thought. 

“Say ...” began the reporter. 

“Will you do me a favor?” interrupted 
Efrem. “Don’t say anything about this to 
anyone .. . not even at the paper. Ill call 
and tell you the real story later. Okay? 
I don’t want false rumors floating around.” 

At that moment, the lights changed. 
Efrem put his foot quickly down onto the 
accelerator and roared off. He drove on 
for what seemed like endless hours, finally 
checking into a motel just two blocks 
away from the Warner Brothers studio. 

The motel room was simple. Just a bed— 
with a well-worn spread—a dresser marred 
with cigarette burns, a couple of chairs 
and a television set. Feeling depressed, 
Efrem closed the door behind him. He sud- 
denly realized how alone he was. He hated 
being alone . . . had hated it ever since 
his first wife, Emily McNair, had died ten 
years before and he’d been left by himself 
to bring up their two children. 

He sat down dejectedly on the bed and 
then lay back. It was odd, he thought, 
how situations that aren’t connected at all 
can bring to mind old memories. Those 





Next... 
Let’s Conquer 
Mental Illness! 


To 


causes and cures 


sbatemmaals 


of mental illness, 
help speed the 


research break-through! 


Caive 
-ce eat the 
sion of the 


Ringing Bell 

















S405 ling lhe Cillique 





ROYAL TREASURE NECKLACE 


Deltah’s fabulous simulated pearl creation 
with the priceless look 
of precious cultured pearls’ 



































a, 


Cultique is presented in this 
Royal Treasure Chest, which 
has lift-out tray and jewelry 
compartment. 


Compare costly 
oyster grown 
cultured pearls with 


—_ 
the amazing simulated 


pearl copy by Deltah 


Now-—the precious look 
of expensive cultured pearls 
is yours to enjoy when you 
possess a Cultique strand 
of luminous, iridescent 
simulated pearls! The 
resemblance is amazing—an 
exclusive, exciting creation by 
Deltah! This exquisite necklace 
is decorated with a beautiful 
clasp set with blazing 
rhinestones. 

AT BETTER JEWELERS EVERYWHERE 





J “Royal Treasure Necklace” shown... $21.00 
oY? Matching Earrings in a variety 
of fashionable styles ...$7.00 


Collique 


SIMULATEC PEARLS 


Delish 


Pearis by Deitah inc, 
piscouRAGE 
yume SUCKING 


TRADE MARK 





Best possible reproductions| © 
of your favorite snapshot, | | 
portrait or negative. 


305100 


-00 
[Include 25c for packing & maiticg] . 
so Jiueen TO GIVE AND TO.‘GET 


FULL WALLET SIZE 22” BY 312” 
BEAUTIFUL—DOUBLEWEIGHT SILK PAPER « os 


‘Mail your original between cardboard to: 


GROSS COPY CO. cones 



























REMOVE 


WARTS! ‘nova. MOMMY. 


~ MOMMY! 









Amazing Compound 
Dissolves Common dications mers 
o mothers, that cry means that there’s 
aig om ~\ another cut, scratch, scrape, or burn. It 
. thou . a a) ‘i also means she should get iodine—but 
Cutting or Burning Q /: she often doesn’t, because iodine burns 


and stings, upsets youngsters. Here’s 
good news. Science has discovered a new 
kind of iodine that stops infection best 
yet doesn’t burn or sting. It’s polyvinyl- 
pyrrolidone-iodine*, found only in new 
ISODINE® ANTISEPTIC. Where other 
types of antiseptics may kill only 1, 2, or 
3 types of germs, ISODINE kills all types 
—even virus and fungus. And up to 40 
times faster. Get painless ISODINE 
ANTISEPTIC. Money-back guarantee, 


*Pat. No. 2,739,922 General Aniline & Film Corp. 
© 1959 Isodine Pharmacal Corp., Dover, Del. , 


Doctors warn picking or scratching 
at warts may cause bleeding, infec- 
tion, spreading. Now, science has 
developed an amazing compound 
that penetrates into warts, destroys 
their cells, actually melts warts away 
without cutting or burning. 

Its name is Compound W*. Pain- 
less, colorless Compound W must 
remove common warts safely, with- | 


out ugly scarring, or money back. 
*®Trade Mark 





years had been terrible and it was not 
until he met Steffi, in 1955, that life had 
seemed worth living again. With under- 
standing and patience, she’d gently brought 
him out of the melancholy he’d been living 
in and given him a new sense of purpose 
and happiness that he’d never thought to 
find again. 

Tegether, the two of them had come out 
to California, away from his old memories 
in New York—Steffi had settled down to 
raise his two children and they had even 
had a child of their own a year later. 
Efrem had begun on a promising film 
career and even their age difference—she 
was in her early twenties and he, already 
in his middle thirties—seemed no barrier 
to their love. 

But things hadn’t stayed that way. Yet 
even so, Efrem was already feeling a little 
sorry for his hasty action. 

He was thinking about his new daugh- 
ter, Steffi Jr.. when, a few moments later, 
he sat up again and turned on the reading 
lamp beside his bed. The shadows of dusk 
were beginning to form, and usually, at 
about this time, he’d go up to her room 
to kiss her goodnight. 

Earlier that day, he’d put his two eldest 
children on a plane for Philadelphia so 
that they might stay with his parents until 
some decision about the future of his mar- 
riage could be made. Little Steffi had 
remained at the house with her mother. 

Suddenly, he remembered his promise 
to the reporter. He picked up the receiver 
of the telephone beside the bed. 

“It’s a trial separation,” he told the man 
a few minutes later. “We hope to iron 
out our problems. No, we’re not planning 
a divorce at this time.” 

“Then what are the problems?” 
the man. 

“Just some misunderstandings,” was the 
reply. He hardly knew himself. 

The breakup of his marriage deeply 
puzzled him. What had gone wrong? It 
wasn’t one major issue. It wasn’t that 
simple. If there had been one thing wrong 
—like falling in love with another person— 
it would be easier to condemn or forgive. 
But that wasn’t the case. It was more a 
build-up of all the little, petty misunder- 
standings which had finally come to a 
peak. 

“I felt a little guilty about bringing 
Steffi to California,’ Efrem once told a 
friend. “She had a lot of friends in the 
East and knew no one in Hollywood. 
But she didn’t seem to mind. 

“We moved into the home that Eddie 
Fisher and Debbie Reynolds lived in be- 
fore their divorce. We kidded each other 
that the house might be jinxed.” Could 


asked 


this have played on their minds? 

In recent months, he and Steffi had 
begun drifting more and more apart. Until 
then, everything had seemed to be running 
smoothly. But, suddenly, he became 
swamped with work. He would sometimes 
have to spend fourteen hours a day be- 
fore the cameras, and he seldom got a 
day off. As with most TV stars, he’d come 
home late at night, have dinner, study his 
lines for the next day’s shooting, and 
fall into bed exhausted. Often, they didn’t 
have a chance to talk to each other for 
days on end. Many times, she’d be sleep- 
ing when he arrived home, and then he’d 
have to get up before dawn for an early 
set call the next morning. And they 
began to lose the closeness they’d once 
shared. 

“You just can’t expect a marriage to 
last on this basis,” one of their close 
friends pointed out. “You'll be strangers 
soon. Don’t be blind. Don’t take each 
other too much for granted.” 


It didn’t help matters, either, he re- 


membered, when a _ Hollywood gossip 
columnist started printing items that the 
marriage was on the rocks. 

“I was mad enough to punch the writer 
in the nose,’ Efrem recalled, “because 
there wasn’t anything wrong at the time. 
People kept calling the house to inquire 
about the items. Both Steffi and I were 
deeply shocked.” 

Apparently the columnist either had a 
crystal ball or knew what the Zimbalists 
may have been afraid to admit to them- 
selves. Somehow, in recent weeks, it had 
become almost impossible to talk together 
any more, to share so many things the 
way they used to do. Even on weekends, 
they couldn’t seem to get together. Dressed 
in a pair of blue jeans, she’d want to go 
to the stables to ride. She’d always loved 
horses. He’d head for Beverly Hills to 
play tennis. They seemed to have nothing 
left in common. 

“I’m baffled by the ways of Hollywood,” 
she confided to a friend. “I don’t like the 
cocktail parties. I don’t care for some of 
the people. Life is a lot less complicated 
in the East.” 

Trouble really started the night of 
Efrem’s forty-first birthday party on No- 
vember 30th. It was rumored that Steffi 
was upset because a few of Efrem’s friends 
had too much to drink. But if this were 
true, she never actually said so. It was 
a gay evening. She was a perfect hostess 
to the more than fifty guests and Efrem 
appeared very happy. On hand were most 
of his studio friends. Roger Smith had 
brought his wife, Vici Shaw, and Edd 
Byrnes showed up with his best girl, Asa 
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Maynor. But was it all just a front? 

For, from then on, they seemed to fight 
about every little thing. They found 
fault with each other all the time, tempers 
became short, conversation was awkward 
or even impossible. 

And finally, as he told the reporter over 
the telephone, “We had a violent argu- 
ment. I can’t even recall what started it 
all. One thing led to another. Words 
came out I didn’t mean. I had to get away. 
I was burning with anger.” 

During the next few days, Hollywood 
tongues began wagging about the breakup 
of the marriage. Had he fallen in love 
with another woman? Maybe he was too 
old for Steffi? Maybe she’d found someone 
else? But it was none of these. 

When Efrem reported for work on the 
following Monday, it was obvious from 
the moment he walked on the set that 
something was wrong. Instead of laughing 
and cracking jokes with the cast and crew, 
he walked sullenly into his dressing room 
and closed the door. Even his makeup 
man could hardly get him to say “good 
morning.” Then, one of the crew, arriving 
just a little late, remarked to a pal, “Seen 
Efrem’s car this morning? It’s covered 
with dirt and mud. That’s not like him— 
he always keeps it spotlessly clean.” 

“There’s been some trouble between him 
and his wife,” the friend told him. “I’ve 
heard he moved out to a motel.” 

The day was miserable for Efrem. He 
didn’t know whether or not to call home. 
Maybe it was all a nightmare? But no. He 
had left and that was that. There was no 
turning back—not after all that was said. 

That night, a woman friend took Steffi 
out to dinner. She tried to patch things 
up but Steffi, too, was moody. She didn’t 
even want to talk about it. Watching 
Steffi, the woman felt sorry for her. “She’d 
seemed so happy just a few weeks ago,” 
the woman thought. “Can any wife ever 
be sure of her marriage?” Steffi had 
hardly touched her dinner and, as soon 
as the meal was over, she apologized to 
her friend and went home. 

The next evening, Efrem was feeling 
moody too. He could stand the separation 
no longer. Somehow, from the loneliness 
of his motel room, it all seemed so petty 
and pointless. He called home from the 
set, hardly knowing what to say, and a 
little afraid she would not speak to him. 
But she did come to the telephone, al- 
though her manner was formal and brief. 
They agreed to spend Christmas day to- 
gether with little Steffi. 

The moment Efrem put the receiver 
down, he knew he was pleased with what 
he had just done. Though when someone 
asked him later what made him call Steffi, 
he just smiled. But it was Christmas... . 

Christmas had always meant something 
svecial to the two of them, ever since their 
first one together. Then it had looked as 
though they would be far apart—he’d been 
out in Hollywood arranging a Warners’ 
contract while she’d been back in New 
York, tidying up their affairs there so 
that they could live permanently in Holly- 
wood. At the time, he remembered, he’d 
dreaded the thought of spending Christ- 
mas away from Steffi and his children, 
Nancy and Skipper. But there seemed no 
solution. 

Then, the night before Christmas, as he 
was finishing up for the day at the studio 
and feeling really like a lost soul, a set 
hand had called him to the telephone. 
“Call for you, Mr. Zimbalist,” the man 
had said. 

Call? He hadn’t been expecting any 
calls. He went over to the telephone. “Look 
here,” the voice at the other end had said 
angrily before Efrem had had a chance 
to speak. “I rented you a house from 
January but it seems a package has al- 












ready arrived here for you. You'll have 
to come right over to sign for it.” It was 
his new landlord and, so as not to annoy 
him too much, Efrem went to the house. 

When he got there, the man told him 
the package was in the den. He pushed 
open the door with one hand and was 
halfway into the room before he realized 
what had happened. There, in the middle 
of the floor, was a big Christmas tree all 
decorated with balls and lights and with 
Christmas packages heaped under it. He 
just stood and stared until he heard a 
giggle and then, turning around, he saw 
Stefi and Nancy and Skipper. 

“Surprise! Surprise!” they’d all shouted. 
And then Steffi, between tears and laugh- 
ter, told him how their old landlord had 
rented their New York apartment almost 
immediately and how their furniture had 
been packed in just a few days so that 
they could all be together at Christmas. 

After that, she’d always had wonderful 
surprises for him and he felt he could 
never tell her how much her love really 
meant. ... 

After his call to Steffi, the days passed 
slowly until Christmas, and when it ar- 
rived, he felt like Santa Claus. He had 
bought a doll and other presents for his 
daughter . . . even had his car washed. 
And it was as though he had never been 
away from home when he rolled his car 
to a stop in front of his house. Steffi, hold- 
ing the little girl, was standing by the 
door, and, as he climbed out, his daughter 
ran over to kiss him. 

“Daddy, Daddy,” she cried. 
have you been?” 

Efrem didn’t answer for a moment. He 
just smiled and looked up at his wife. 

“He’s been busy,” she said. “Working 
very hard. Come on, let’s all go inside.” 

And that day it seemed as though noth- 
ing had ever gone wrong. Although 


“Where 


neither of them said anything, they both 
knew the other wanted things to stay 
that way. All the time, he kept remember- 
ing the wonderful things about their rela- 
tionship that had made it so dear to him. 
. . . The first time Steffi had met his 
children. It was in a restaurant and she 
had somehow, by her warm smile and 
gentle ways, made them feel so comfort- 
able, so natural with her, that they’d come 
to accept her as a mother immediately. . . . 
The night little Steffi had been born and 
they’d decided to move into this house 
because the other was getting too small. 
... The night, the day, all the nights and 
days in fact, which now, as he remem- 
bered, seemed so wonderful he could 
hardly realize how they had ever fought. 
“Right then I knew the marriage had 
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to be saved,” he recalled. “It was a fun 
day. Our thoughts were only of Christ- 
mas. We were so busy with the baby 
that we didn’t have much of a chance to 
talk. But we agreed it would be best if 
we remained apart another month.” 

Undoubtedly, Efrem felt like making it 
up right then. Steffi felt the same. How- 
ever, that night the big car returned to 
the motel. Back to the same dreary room. 

The month’s trial separation had been 
agreed upon and they did not think they 
should change it. But Efrem’s calls home 
became more and more frequent. Instead 
of short conversations he’d spend long 
periods talking to Steffi. She would even 
call him. Actually they hadn’t talked so 
much in months. 





Soon, they were even able to talk about 
the breakup, realizing it had mostly been 
caused because they’d selfishly been spend- 
ing too much time with their individual 
interests and not enough with each other. 
So, without the harmony of good times 
together, petty disputes had developed 
into major ones. There was the time that 
Steffi bought an interest in a race horse. 
Efrem had been saving the money to buy 
a cabin cruiser. And now he couldn't. 

It was now just a couple of days before 
New Year’s Eve. Efrem made a special 
call to his wife to ask her for a date. “Are 
you busy that night?” he asked in a very 
small voice. “If not, perhaps we could 
spend it together.” 

And they did. They spent the evening 
quietly at home. 

“And that evening,” said Efrem, “we 
talked everything over. We decided we 
had too much at stake to let petty griev- 
ances ruin what we had built in our mar- 
riage. It was worth saving for so many 
reasons. I love my wife. We love each 
other and have three wonderful children.” 

The decision sent Efrem racing back 
to his motel to pack his bags again. But 
this time he was packing them to return 
home. He flung the suitcases back into 
the car. “Problems would still crop up,” 
he thought, as he drove home. But this 
time he firmly believed they would know 
how to cope with them and not let them 
slide. 

They were two people who had learned 
that marriage can never be taken for 
granted. They had realized that you can 
never be sure of love. It needs hard work 
and a great deal of care to build and keep 
it lasting. THE END 
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BRIGITTE BARDOT 


Continued from page 39 

Brigitte was trying desperately to con- 
centrate on the television screen before 
her. But it was impossible. Every time 
she looked down at her body, she thought 
how proud she’d always been of her 
figure. She wondered if she would get it 
back. 

“How much longer?” asked Brigitte, 
looking up at Jacques. But he could not 
answer her. He only knew what she 
already knew-—that it would be soon. 

Nervously, Brigitte reached for a maga- 
zine which lay beside her but, flipping 
quickly through the pages, she could find 
nothing to hold her interest. 

“Lie down for a_ while,” 
Jacques. “Try to sleep.” 

“I can’t sleep,” she said, sounding de- 
pressed. “It is so difficult . . . like this.” 
And, as she spoke, she looked over at him 
with a look that seemed to ask, “Do you 
really understand . . . do you really care?” 
Because, for several months now, they’d 
realized a rift had been growing, separat- 
ing them—ever since Jacques had had to 
go into the army. From that time, early 
last fall, when he’d been called for duty, 
he’d become moody. “If we separate, I 
shall lose you,” he’d insisted. 

She tried watching television again. 
But the only program on, was about a 
woman who struggled through the pains 
of childbirth without the aids of modern 
medicine. 

There was fright in her eyes. Was this 
an omen? The thought kept racing around 
and around in her mind. She couldn’t stop 
it. Was she going to die? 

“What if ... what if my baby comes 


suggested 


and there’s no one here,” she said, “like 
that woman in the film?” 

“No, of course that won’t happen. We’ve 
made all the arrangements too carefully,” 


Jacques said softly. 

Brigitte looked thoughtful. It was hard 
to know whether she could trust in him, 
believe him. Since that incident in the 
army, where his nerves had been shat- 
tered to pieces in a matter of weeks by 
ribbing of other recruits who had stocked 
the barracks with pinups of her, she had 
felt a great weakness in him. The incident 
had so troubled him, that she had found 
him leaning more and more on her. And 
when he had finally left the army and had 
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come home, it seemed almost as a boy 
coming to a mother . . . just when she’d 
needed his strength most. She’d even told 
a friend, “You cannot love a man twenty- 
four hours a day. You must also be able 
to respect and rely upon him. I can’t do 
this with Jacques.” Cooped up in their 
Paris apartment, waiting for the baby to 
come, things had become even worse. 

It was hard for a woman to really feel 
she wanted a baby at a time like this. And, 
as the date of the birth had drawn nearer, 
fright had been added to her troubles, even 
though Jacques had insisted, “No arrange- 
ments for a birth could have been more 
carefully planned.” 


t was true. Everything possible had 

been planned so that the birth would 

be uncomplicated. They had even de- 
cided that Brigitte should have her baby 
right in their own apartment, to avoid the 
usual rush to the hospital and the crowds 
which might have surged in on the car 
and frightened her. The study on the 
floor below, had been remodeled into a 
delivery room. A long table had been 
set up in the center; oxygen and steriliz- 
ing equipment had been brought in; the 
room had been scrubbed and cleared of 
most of its furniture, until it stood ready 
to receive their child. 

Suddenly, Brigitte twisted violently, as 
though in pain. “Jacques!” she shouted. 
“T think .. .” Then she broke off and her 
face suddenly became calm again. “A 
false pain,” she said, smiling weakly. “But 
every time .. .” she began, now obviously 
uncomfortable, “every time I think about 
what happened to Henri, something seems 
to happen to me. It’s stupid, I suppose, 
but it’s frightening.” 

“It’s all past,” answered Jacques. “Try 
not to think about it.” But they had both 
been terribly upset by the recent, sudden 
death of their good friend, actor Henri 
Vidal. 

The news of the death had been on the 
minds of both of them, not only because 
Vidal had been a close friend, but because 
it had come so swiftly after the death of 
another friend—Gerard Philipe. 

“Two deaths .. .” counted Brigitte. 
“They always come in three’s,” she said. 

The words seemed to hang in the air. 

At seven o'clock, their cook, Yvonnette, 
brought in a snack for Brigitte: coffee and 
a roll with butter. She did not want any- 
thing else. She was still feeling uncom- 
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fortable. But it was important that she eat. 

But feeling unwell was not unusual for 
Brigitte. Her nine months of pregnancy 
had not been easy, for physical pain had 
been mixed with emotional difficulty. 
Almost immediately after her secret mar- 
riage to Jacques, early last summer, near 
her vacation home in the picturesque 
southern French village of St. Tropez, 
newsmen had hounded them with rumors 
that she was going to have a baby— 
rumors which so disturbed and upset both 
of them that finally, when she found out 
she was, in fact, pregnant, she could not 
feel the elation she should have. And 
that was not all that disturbed their love, 
their laughter and fun in that little village 
by the sea. Jacques suddenly complained 
of violent pains and had to be rushed to 
the hospital for an emergency appendec- 
tomy. And just about then, she’d also 
started to feel the difficulties of being mar- 
ried to a very jealous man. 


hen, as the warm, careless summer 

days drifted into fall and they came 

back to Paris, she had had to face 
more troubles: a skin ailment covered her 
face and she was so embarrassed, she did 
not go out in public and worried, too, that 
her husband should see her this way. At 
the same time, the government pressed 
for back taxes and, as if they didn’t have 
enough trouble, a letter arrived, one morn- 
ing, which almost made her panic. 

The moment she had seen the official 
stamp on the envelope, she had sensed 
that it might contain what she feared 
most—a draft notice for Jacques. They’d 
both been hoping he wouldn’t be called 
until after the baby was born. She took 
the letter in to Jacques, who was eating 
breakfast, and stood next to him as he 
opened it. 

He looked up at her. “I’ll have to go,” 
he said flatly, after looking the paper 
over. “And,” he added, pointing to a line 
toward the end of the page, “it seems right 
now.” They had given him just a few 
days to prepare. 

With Jacques away, she found herself 
becoming short-tempered and unhappy. 
One day, when she was alone in her Paris 
apartment, she agreed to see a reporter. 
“Are you pleased about the coming 
birth?” he’d asked. 

She’d been so upset, she’d complained, 
“I don’t find it much of a joke and I will 
never have a baby again!” 

And then, all through those crisp au- 
tumn days, at a time when she should 
have been happiest, she had to fight— 
fight what seemed like a losing battle. 
Jacques had developed a nervous illness 
soon after he went into the army. Some- 
how, she couldn’t help feeling responsible. 
Part of the trouble was simply that he 
was married to her, that his bunk-mates’ 
teasing about her had been more than 
any man could take. His transfer to a 
hospital and apparent lack of sense of duty, 
had been so sharply criticized by nearly 
everyone in France, that she had felt it 
up to her to say something, to stand by her 
husband, to show people that he wasn’t 
a shirker, that he really was ill and could 
not serve. But was the turmoil good for 
her health? For the baby? It seemed 
that her pregnancy had been doomed from 
the start. 

Her mind kept going back to that ter- 
rible day from which, it seemed, her faith 
in him would never recover . . . the day 
when she’d heard that, while in the army, 
Jacques had tried to slash his wrists. Yet, 
on that day, it had suddenly all seemed 
to make sense. Maybe he’d been unsure 
of himself from the start of their marriage. 
Hadn’t he had endless battles, all summer 
and fall, against the intrusion of newsmen, 
of anyone connected with her career (was 








he frightened, perhaps, that his 
brief movie career might be over?) Often, 
he’d pleaded with her to give up acting 
and for them to live quietly together in 
the south of France. 

The weeks of battling with the army 
and even with questions asked in the 
French National Assembly, seemed, to 
Brigitte, to last forever. But finally they 
won ... won a medical deferment for 
Jacques for at least a year. Maybe now, 
things would change. 

With Jacques home, life, for a few weeks, 
became more pleasant again. They even 
decided upon names for the baby: Nicolas 
if it were a boy—since the birth would 


come soon after Christmas—and Marie- | 


Noel for a girl: Marie, because Brigitte 
had always adored the name, and Noel 


own | 





. well, also because it was Christmas. | 


But their own relationship soon faltered 
again, becoming worse as the weeks went 
by. Did she want a baby now? .. 


‘Yoon after Brigitte finished her coffee 
her sister, Mijanou, who'd stayed with 
her, said softly, “I’m going home now. 

I’m a little tired. But if anything happens, 
you can be sure I’ll be back.” 

“T’ll see you tomorrow,” 

swered. 

That evening, Jacques read to Brigitte— 

a few chapters from “For Whom the Bell 
Tolls” by Ernest Hemingway—to pass 


Brigitte an- 


away the time and to make her forget her | 


fears. Yet, instead of easing the tension, 
the story—about a group of men doomed 
to die—only seemed to add to it. Every 


mention of violence and pain seemed to | 


affect Brigitte. 


At one point she shuddered violently. | 


To her, at that moment, it seemed every- 
thing that had happened that day was a 
portent of something horrible that was to 
come, until she had worked herself to a 
point of panic. 

Jacques, noticing her frightened look, 
put down the book. “Why don’t you go to 
bed early,” he said kindly. “And please 
don’t worry so much—please.” 

“All right,” 
And Jacques helped her up and walked 
with her to the bedroom. 

Then, just as he was on his way back to 
the living room, he heard a scream. He ran 
back, pushed open the door and saw that 
Brigitte was standing by the bed, clutch- 
ing onto the wooden end for support, her 
face screwed up as though in violent pain. 
“Jacques!” she gasped. “I think 
think it is time.” 

Without even stopping to answer, 
Jacques hurried over to the telephone by 
the bed to call the eoctor. His words were 
brief and to the point. Then, running back 
toward the door, he called Moussia, who 
was to be the new baby’s nurse, to come to 
Brigitte. 


she agreed, smiling weakly. | 


Within what seemed like minutes, a car | 


had pulled up at the door. In it were Dr. 
Boisnet, who was to make the delivery, 
with a midwife and the anesthetist. After 
them came another doctor and yet a third, 
all of whom were to help with the birth. 

Gently, the nurse, with Jacques’ help, 
took Brigitte down to the delivery room, 
down the tiny private staircase between 
the two floors of the apartment. All the 
while, she was trying to smile, to look con- 
fident and yet it was almost impossible. 
“T'll be fine,” she whispered to Jacques as 
he sat her down on a couch by the door 
of the room. But her face betrayed her 
real feelings. 

It was just after midnight. 

Since he wanted to be present at the 
birth, they dressed Jacques in a white coat. 
Then they explained to Brigitte just how 
she could help them . . . and help herself. 
Then they asked her to come over to the 
table. Jacques, who had promised to be 
beside her all the time, came toward the 
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'table, too, and held her hand. Yet, as he 
'watched his wife’s agony, beads of sweat 
| began to form on his forehead. He stayed 
| by her just long enough to watch them 
| give her a sniff of chloroform and see one 
of the doctors take a pair of forceps in his 
| hand. 

Then Jacques disappeared from beside 
|the table. 

| He spent the rest of the time sitting on 
'the couch by the door. 


Syn there was the sound of a baby 
crying. It brought Jacques sharply 
back to reality. He got up to walk over 

|and see his new baby. But, before he got 
|there, one of the doctors put a hand on 
‘his shoulder. “You have a fine son,” he 
told him. And Jacques smiled proudly. 

Together, they peeped over the midwife’s 
shoulder as she gave the tiny child his first 
'bath and watched as she put him into a 
specially prepared oxygen tent as a pre- 
‘caution for a little while. 
| Jacques, fighting back tears, walked over 
'to Brigitte who was still sleepy from 
|the anesthetic. “It’s a boy,” he whispered. 
\“A fine, wonderful boy!” 

“Please, I want to see him,” she said 
|weakly. “Bring him here.” 

And they brought the baby to her; a 
— boy with deep blue eyes and black 

air. 
| “He’s strong,” she said, as the baby 
‘clutched her finger. And she smiled a 
happy, radiant smile of a woman who has 
just become a mother. Then, gently, they 
took the baby from her and she fell asleep. 
| Early the next morning, Jacques walked 
|into the bedroom and sat down quietly, on 
'the edge of his wife’s bed, watching her 
as she lay asleep between crisp, clean 
violet-patterned sheets. She had on a deli- 
‘cate nightgown of pale blue lace and, as 
'she slept, he thought that he had never 
|seen her look more peaceful or lovely than 
'she did then. 
| She seemed to sense that he was there 
‘and, blinking a few times, she moved 
around and then opened her eyes. “Hello,” 


4 \she said sleepily. 
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“Bring the baby,” he called to the nurse. 

Sitting up in bed, the sunlight just catch- 
|ing her light auburn hair, she held her 
| arms out for their baby and, smiling to it, 
her eyes sparkling with a warmth and 
|softness he had never seen before, he felt 
|a tremendous happiness he could see she 
| shared too. 
| “And to think I was afraid to have a 
baby,” she said, looking over at Jacques. 
He handed her a magnificent bouquet of 
violets which, earlier, he had placed on a 
table by the bed—her favorite flower. 
| And, at that moment, it seemed as 
|though their marriage could be saved. 
| “Let's get away for a while—just alone to- 
| gether,” suggested Jacques. Brigitte smiled 
| and nodded her head in agreement. 
| So they went up to a little mountain re- 
| sort in the French Alps, to try to recapture 
| the romance of their honeymoon. But it 
didn’t seem to do any good. Brigitte hated 
| the cold and the snow. She did not ski and 
|so, with time on their hands, they found 
| themselves arguing again ... and still 
|mainly about her career. She was due to 
| report for a new picture and Jacques was 
|not at all pleased about it. He was still 
| very jealous and Brigitte became impa- 
tient. There was a rumor that she had in- 
sisted on doing the picture because she 
felt that now, with Jacques’ career some- 
what at a standstill, she was responsible 
for supyorting their child. 

Still fighting, they returned home to 
Nicolas. But once home, it seemed even 
little Nicolas might not be able to save 
their marriage ... —ELAINE BLAKE 


| BE SUPE TO SEE BRIG'TTE BARDOT AND JACQUES 
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JOAN CAULFIELD 


Continued from page 75 


, Again and again, she relives the 
agony . . 

She remembers the day she clenched 
her hands tightly around the wheel of the 
car. The desert road ahead, parched and 
dusty in the heat of the afternoon, stretched 
endlessly before her. There seemed, along 
with the vastness, an aloneness in driving 
that road, and if it weren’t for the com- 
forting chatter of her friend Elaine, sitting 
next to her, she knew she would have 
been afraid. 

Slowly, she put her foot further down 
on the accelerator to gain speed, taking 
one hand off the wheel, just for a second, 
to brush away a wisp of hair that had 
blown in her face. Then she slowed down 
. . . She realized she was in no hurry to 
get anywhere. But as she did, she heard 
Elaine cry out, “Joan! Look out! Look out!” 

Frantically, she tried to peer through the 
dust that whirled across the road. What 
she saw made her gasp. Another car, not 
twenty feet away, was headed straight for 
them. She swung her car as far to the side 
as she could, trying to avoid an impact. 
But it was too late. 

Twenty minutes later, the police found 
them. Elaine was badly hurt and stunned— 
having been hurled against the windshield. 
Joan’s mouth had a deep gash and her 
body was covered with cuts and bruises. 
The other car was demolished but, by 
some twist of fate, the driver, who was 
later found to be drunk, came out unin- 
jured. Joan and Elaine were rushed to a 
hospital. 

For days, Joan was in a state of shock. 
Everything seemed even worse for she 
realized then, that she had no one to turn 
to, that she was all alone. 

Throughout her life, she had always 
had someone to cling to at times when 
trouble arrived—first her mother and 
father, and then her husband, producer 
Frank Ross. Yet, now, far from home and 
very recently divorced, Joan Caulfield 
was having her first taste of real loneli- 
ness. She was frightened, and, as the days 
progressed, her loneliness was to become 
far worse. 

Her injuries didn’t heal as fast as the 
doctors had originally predicted, and 
sometimes at night she would wake up, 
her body in a cold sweat, having dreamed 
about the accident; reliving that second 
of terror all over again. And when she 
was fully awake she’d feel even deeper 
panic for, again, there was no one to com- 
fort her—no one to assure her it was only 
a dream ... and it was over. 

She felt pain so long after the accident 
and so long after she was released from the 
hospital, that one day she went back to her 
doctor. “I think I may have strained myself 
in the crash,” she told him. “Perhaps you 
can give me something for it.” 

The doctor examined her and, when the 
examination was over, he sat down at his 
desk. Joan noticed there was a smile on 
his previously serious face. “The only 
trouble with you,” he told her, “is that 
you’re four months pregnant!” 

She looked at him, unbelievingly. 
can’t be! Are you positive?” 
tonished—and afraid. 

“There’s no doubt at all.” 

Joan lowered her head. She didn’t want 
the doctor to see the tears in her eyes. It 
all seemed like a bad joke. She’d wanted 
so much to have a baby during her nine 
years of marriage, yet she’d had one mis- 
carriage after another, once after she’d 
been carrying the baby for five whole 
months. And now—now that she and Frank 
were divorced, now that she was all alone— 


“Tt 
she was as- 











now she was pregnant. It was a bad dream. 

She got up from the chair, thanked the 
doctor, and walked blindly out of his office, 
carrying with her news that would have 
made most women happy, news that would 
have sent a woman running home to tell 
her husband he was going to be a father. 
But Joan Caufield had no one to run 
home to. 

She hailed a taxi and drove home to the 
new house in Beverly Hills she had moved 
to after her divorce. Fumbling in her 
purse for her key, she walked in, 
took off her hat and gloves and sat down 
on the sofa—and cried. Again there was no 
one to comfort her tears—there was only | 
the _ stillness 


of large empty rooms, 
which, in their silence, seemed to mock. 
And in that moment of terrible loneli- 


ness, she came to a decision. She must 


get out of there. 


o a few months later, she moved into 

a smaller hilltop house which had once 

been owned by John Barrymore; a 
picturesque little house with an old Italian 
sundial in the middle of a swimming 
pool; a house in which she’d try to find a 
new life for herself and the child she was 
carrying within her. 

But it was the same. Night after night, 
there was still that familiar silence which 
seemed to envelop everything. “I was nice 
and miserable all by myself,” Joan ad- 
mitted. “I stayed at home and watched 
myself lose my figure. I ate and ate and 
got fatter and fatter. I found that loneli- 
ness can be like a disease. It eats away at 
your self-respect, your love of life, and 
even your will to live.” 

She was terrified of being alone, and 
being with people didn’t always help 
either. “An unkind remark from someone,” 
she said, “would plunge me into depres- 
sion. I was terribly sensitive. I made my 
own hell. 

“Besides developing an enormous 
appetite, I developed jealousy. I made life 
miserable for Frank whenever we met. I 
would repeat the stories I’d read in the 
paper that he was going with other wom- 
en. Naturally, he’d get angry and we'd 
always end up knowing it was better for 
us not to see each other again.” 

Joan’s jealousy prompted her, one day, to 
accept a date with an acquaintance, Jack 
Ellis, for the premiere of “Porgy and 
Bess.” But the evening only made her 
more unhappy. “It was a compete failure,” 
she recalls. “I hardly knew Jack and I 
was obviously very pregnant. I couldn’t 
dance, I couldn’t do anything. How can a 
pregnant woman go out on dates? We 
both had a miserable time.” 

The last six weeks were the most terri- 
fying. “I was so heavy, I could scarcely 
get around,” she says. Time seemed in- 
terminable. She began to wonder more 
and more about the child that she was to 
bring into the world. The child who would 
grow up without a father. 

One evening, before going to bed, she 
sat down at her desk in the corner of the 
living room, and wrote a letter to Frank. 
She tried to avoid the true reason for 
writing, but then, drawing a deep breath, 
she finally wrote the words that had been 
bothering her for almost five months. “Do 
you really think, Frank,” she wrote, “that 
now, with the baby coming, we should go 
through with the final divorce? Can a baby 
save our marriage?” 

It was the closest she ever came to ask- 
ing him to come back to her. 

Hurriedly, before she had time to change 
her mind, she sealed the letter and 
walked down to the mailbox at the corner 
of the street. Then she went back home 
to wait for his reply. 

The next day came and went without 
an answer. So did the next, and the one 
after that. 
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Then, one morning, just as she was mak- 
ing breakfast, she heard footsteps outside 
her door. She peered through a front 
window and saw it was the mailman with 
a letter. 

She felt her hands shake as a few mo- 
ments later she ripped it open. Her eyes 
skimmed over the page. One line in 
particular seemed to stand out from all 
the rest: .. . “and so you only want me 
back because of loneliness, Joan, not 
love...” 

And she knew, deep down, it was true. 
She couldn’t cling to something past as an 
escape from a problem .. . an escape from 
loneliness . . . an escape from fear. The 
past was over. She had to find the answer 
to her problems within herself. For her 
and Frank, their marriage was in the 
past. They had met rather casually, in 
1950, at the Bel-Air golf club, at a time 
when she was just beginning to make 
films. Joan had been a Broadway star for 
many years and he a well-known, success- 
ful producer. 

“I was never much interested in her,” 
Frank recalled later. “She looked too 
healthy—too much like a member of the 
4H Club.” 

Then they met again at a party at Ro- 
manoffs. Perhaps she had looked more 
mature, more sophisticated . . . Anyway, 
Frank asked to see her. They saw each 
other often, after that meeting, and, in a 
few months, their romance had progressed 
“to thoughts of marriage.” On the surface, 
they seemed like the perfect match, even 
though Frank was eighteen years older 
than she was. He was secure and pros- 
perous as a producer, having just finished 
making “The Robe.” She, at the time, was 
starring in “My Favorite Husband,” which 
was making a hit. They both had a 
common interest .. . 

Yet, now, it seemed that it was this 
common interest that was to be their big 
problem. Sometime after their marriage, 
they did a TV series together. It was called 
“Sally,” but it seemed ill-fated from the 
very start. 

“We were in a state of continuous irri- 
tation,” she recalls today. “I blamed 
Frank, as producer of the show, for all its 
shortcomings. He had to prepare scripts 
ahead, but I never had time to read them 
until the Sunday before I’d start shooting. 
I'd say how bad I thought they were, and 
he’d say why didn’t I read them sooner. 
I couldn’t. I just had too much to do. 

“We worsed holidays and all around the 
clock. We couldn’t even eat together, 
because he got home at six while I ar- 
rived at eight. When we did see each 
other, it was usually to bring up some 
complaint or other. 

“I was half-owner of the show and I 
felt I should be treated accordingly. I 
wanted the recognition. I needed it. Frank 
treated me like a child and, the more he 
did, the more I acted like one. I know 
actors suffer from over-emotionalism, but 
I was giving more than my share.” 

When the show was finally dropped 
by the sponsor, Frank and Joan decided 
to take a vacation in Hawaii to try to heal 
the hurt. But the arguing continued and 
gradually they seemed to drift apart. 
Even on their one common interest, they 
couldn’t seem to agree. 


| Ng myn Frank began spending more 
time at the golf course, and she be- 
came lonely, and withdrew into a 
shell. She rattled around the huge house 
—the house she hated. Frank had built 
it while she was busy with “My Favorite 
Husband,” without even consulting her. 
Nothing had been done to her liking. He 
hadn’t even confided in her on this. 
“It was too big and co!d,” she recalls. 
“Even when we were both at home, we’d 


seem to lose each other. If I thought of 
something to say to Frank, I’d have to walk 
over a mile of marble to find him. So, 
instead, I’d just skip telling him. It 
was just no good.” 

And so, early in 1959, they both de- 
cided on a divorce. Neither was happy. 
She remembered Frank saying, “I'd like to 
keep the house,” and she replying bitterly, 
“With pleasure!” 

Looking back on her nine years of mar- 
riage, she now thought the whole thing 
was wrong from the very beginning. 
“Frank was terribly independent,” she 
recalls, “and I was terribly dependent 
upon him. Somehow, my problems seemed 
bigger than his. I needed him, but I don’t 
think he ever needed me. A woman must 
feel she’s needed, I think, or she feels 
something’s missing—as though her life 
isn’t being fulfilled.” 

And so they went to court as man and 
wife, got the preliminary divorce, and 
came out to find separate worlds. Frank 
went off to Europe and she decided to go 
down to the desert for a rest and try to 
forget. 

It was then that the accident occurred 
and she found out from the doctor that 
she was pregnant. Frantic, she thought 
of a reconciliation, for the baby’s sake, 
but, today, she realizes it would never have 
worked. A baby can’t save a marriage. 

All her mental distress must have had 
an effect upon her physical condition, be- 
cause the baby failed to arrive on time. 
She waited one week, then two and finally, 
by the third, the doctors advised her to 
enter the hospital. Late one night, a few 
days afterward, she began suffering acute 
labor pains. She tried to control herself, 
but the pain was too great. She began 
screaming and her voice echoed down 
the hospital corridor and brought nurses 
scurrying to her room. They found her 
frantic with pain. Two surgical nurses 
were summoned and labor was induced. 
For eight long and terrifying hours, she 
struggled against the pulsating pain. 

Finally, when her energy seemed spent, 
the doctors decided to deliver the baby 
by Caesarean section. It was successful. 
The baby was delivered, a fine healthy 
boy but, because of complications, she 
wasn’t the fine healthy mother she’d 
expected to be. The doctors found she 
had a blocked colon and she could tell by 
their expressions that her condition was 
now critical. 

Life was a nightmare for the next four 
days. A tube was inserted through her 
nose to drain her stomach. It remained 
there day and night, making her every 
move a sharp stab of pain. 

Throughout each day, she knew the 
hurt of injections to feed her intraven- 
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ously. But, worst of all, she knew she 
was alone and that she mattered to no 
one. There was no husband at her side 
to comfort her, no anxious new father 
peering through the glass partition in the 
nursery, proudly looking at his son, no 
one waiting for her to get well. Although 
Frank had come to the hospital, he now 
seemed a stranger. They had been di- 
vorced six months. 

Joan had gone through the long months 
of pregnancy by herself, but she had 
never known such loneliness as now, as she 
watched her husband close the door of 
her hospital room and go away. She saw 
no future. She was completely alone. . . 

Somehow, till then, ridiculous though 
it was, she knew she’d been holding onto 
Frank for the answer to her problems. 
But lying there, she realized finally, in 
one clean desperate moment, that Frank 
could never help her. 

As she heard his footsteps fade down 
the quiet hospital corridor, she thought 
she would scream out, in all her fear, 
“Please, please help me.” But then a 
strange thing happened ... . 

Something inside seemed to say, “Cling- 
ing onto someone else won’t help you. You 
must help yourself. You have to find the 
strength within yourself.” She lay back 
against the pillow, and began looking up 
at the darting rays of light the moon was 
throwing across the ceiling. She re- 
membered something from the Bible, 
something about helping yourself, and 
almost without realizing it, she began to 
pray. She didn’t remember how long 
she prayed. All she knew was that a 
short while later she felt tired, very 
tired, and yet peaceful and she fell off 
to sleep. 


uddenly, she felt a gentle hand on her 

shoulder. She hadn’t heard anyone 

come into the room. Looking up, she 
saw it was her doctor. “Don’t be afraid,” 
he said softly. “I'll try to explain it all to 
you. Your condition hasn’t changed and 
I'm afraid we'll have to operate tomorrow. 
It’s nothing to worry about, though. You’ll 
be all right.” 

“I'm not afraid anymore, doctor,” Joan 
answered. “I’ve been praying and I know 
I'm going to get well. I believe it with 
all my heart.” The doctor nodded, smiled 
kindly and left the room. And she fell 
back once again into a deep and restful 
sleep. And the next day, as if by a 
miracle, her condition suddenly made 
startling changes. By morning, she was 
told she wouldn’t need an operation after 
all. With plenty of care and rest, she’d 
be all right. 

“By praying,’ Joan recalls today, “I 
didn’t feel alone any more. Loneliness 
and fear left me, and my pain seemed to 
ease. 

“Yes, I believe miracles can happen. 
What’s more, I began to feel a real peace 
such as I had never known before. I 
cleared my conscience of all the jealousies 
and petty thoughts, all the self-pity Id 
built up. And more important, I wasn’t 
afraid of raising my baby any more. I 
knew, then, I would be able to give my 
child a deeper love, a mature love, a love 
I'd wanted but couldn’t find before. 

“I used to let loneliness rule my life,” 
she continues. “But now I realize how 
destructive it can be. It brings suffering 
where suffering need not be. I wish I 
could tell other women who know lone- 
liness, how I’ve learned to overcome it. 

“Prayer is within the reach of everyone. 
It can solve loneliness. It can make you 
feel thankful for the things you have. 
Once you believe, you'll never be lonely 
again. . . because you’ve found the an- 
swer and the peace within.” 

—BOB THOMAS 





PAT BOONE 
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“Daddy, do you remember the night of the 
fire when God waked me up and whis- 
pered to me?” Cherry Boone asked her 
father as she leaned out through the open 
window of the car and looked up at him. 
“T kept saying: ‘I can’t hear you, God. 
Could you please talk a little louder?’ 
Why did he speak so softly, Daddy?” she 
repeated in a puzzled voice. “Why couldn’t 
I hear him?” 

She wasn’t sure—even now when she 
was trying so hard—that she remembered 
everything about that night but, just think- 
ing about it, she got a funny twitching 
feeling inside her stomach. 

She almost never woke up during the 
night. Eva, their nurse, who was really 
their friend, always teased her and said 
“the roof could fall down and Cherry 
wouldn’t wake up!” That’s what made her 
wonder what had waked her up that night. 
Nobody else in the house was awake. At 
first she wondered. Then she guessed it 
must have been God. He must have 
reached down and shaked her by the 
shoulder and told her she had to get up, 
because she did. She was dreaming she was 
way out in the woods and it was fun until 
the wind blew a great puff of smoke in 
her face and she began to choke. That’s 
when she woke up, but the dream seemed 
to stay right with her. 

“T smell a funny smell,” she said aloud 
to four-year-old Lindy who was sleeping 
in the other twin bed, but Lindy didn’t 
answer. She sniffed a couple of more times 
before sliding down under the blankets 
and pulling the pink-and-white candy- 
striped sheet way over her head. But the 
smoky smell followed her under the covers 
and tickled her nose and hurt her eyes. 
She rubbed them hard with her fists and 
that seemed to help but, when she stuck 
her head out again, the hurt came right 
back. She tried to decide what kind of 
smell it was. It wasn’t like the marsh- 
mallows Mommy roasted in the fireplace, 
or the leaves Daddy burned in the back- 
yard. “Nope,” she said, shaking her head 
from side to side on her pillow, “it isn’t 
like any smell I’ve ever smelled before.” 


ut something else was wrong—some- 
thing she hadn’t noticed till now— 
that made her forget all about the 
smoke. “What’s happened to my night- 
light?” she asked herself, sitting up straight 
in her bed and trying to see around the 
room that was as dark as the night out- 
side the window. She couldn’t under- 
stand—Mommy had turned the light on 
when she said goodnight, just like always. 
“Why did it go out?” she wondered and 
sat so still, she didn’t even blink her eyes. 
The house was so quiet. All she could 
hear were the little breathing noises Lindy 
was making and they reminded her of 
what Daddy had told her on Saturday. 
Lindy had, fallen and scraped her knee 
while they were playing tag and Daddy 
had said in a serious voice. “You’re the 
oldest girl in the family, Cherry, and 
you’ve got to watch out for your sisters 
and protect them.” That made her feel 
big—too big to bother Mommy and Daddy 
in the middle of the night. That was some- 
thing only babies did. It was up to her— 
after all she was 5% years old—to find out 
what was wrong. She slid her legs over 
the side of the bed until her toes touched 
the fuzzy blue carpet that had smiling 
kittens’ heads embroidered on it. 
She gave her sagging pink pajamas a 
sharp tug at the back and started to feel 
her way over to the table that held the 


nightlamp. She finally found the lamp and | 
then the switch and, squeezing her eyes 
shut tight because the light can hurt them 
after you’ve been in the dark too long, she 
turned it... but the light didn’t come on. 
She tried again and again but nothing 
happened, just loud clicks in the quiet 
room. So she turned around and tip-toed 
past the toy chest, past Lindy’s bed—paus- 
ing a minute to make sure she was still 
sleeping—to the door where the wall switch 
was. She noticed the strip of light that 
usually shone beneath the door was miss- 
ing and wondered who had turned the 
hall lights out. 


lowly her hand dropped from the wall 

and she stood—feeling so much alone— | 

in the center of the darkness, rubbing 
one bare foot against the other pajama | 
leg. “Oh, well,” she finally decided, “Daddy | 
will take care of everything. He always | 
does,” and started toward her bed. 

But, then she remembered Daddy had 
come home early that night because he 
was sick and later, when they were going 
upstairs to bed, Mommy had said: “Now 
be nice and quiet, Daddy doesn’t feel well 
and he took a pill to make him sleep.” 

“Maybe he’s sleeping too hard to wake 
up,” she thought now and, for the first time, 
she began to feel frightened until she re- 
membered that Mommy and Daddy had 
always said: “If ever you’re scared or don’t 
know what to do, Cherry, just say a little 
prayer and God will help you.” “You'll 
help me,” she said, looking up above as 
though she could see God. And, kneeling 
down beside her bed, she buried her face 
in her hands. “Please God, tell me what 
to do,” she prayed. “My nightlight won’t 
go on and I keep smelling a funny smell. 
I think something’s wrong.” She tilted her 
head to one side and listened hard, but 
she didn’t hear anything. “I can’t hear 
you, God,” she said finally. “Please, please, 
God, talk louder.” She knew He must 
want to tell her something because, after 
all, hadn’t He wakened her? 

She sat back on her heels and waited but 
all she heard was the sound of Lindy 
coughing in her sleep. “Maybe the smoke 
is hurting her nose, too,” she thought and 
suddenly she knew what she must do. She 
had to get help and the nearest person was 
Eva. Eva had taken care of them ever 
since Mommy was a little girl and she 
knew about everything. Besides, she al- 
ways kept a flashlight by her bed. When 
they asked her why, she’d said: “Oh, just 
in case... .” 

She got to the door without stumbling 
once and pulled it open. The hall smelled 
so smoky and was so black and mysterious, 
that she wanted to run right back to bed 
and hide under the covers—but she didn’t. 
Instead, she carefully closed the door be- 
hind her and started across the hall to 
where Eva slept. 





va,” she called, not realizing what a 

little whisper she made. Then, when 

Eva didn’t answer, she tried again, 
“Eva, Eva,” and her voice grew strong, 
“Eva, wake up!” 

She heard the rustle of sheets and a 
loud yawn and then a familiar voice said 
sleepily: “What’s the matter, honey, don’t 
you feel well?” 

“Oh, Eva,” she said, “something’s the 





psSOCi, 
% 


t 
n 
° 
zZ 






Ne 
> 
S 
& 
q 
z 













Var we 


If you enjoy any sport at all... 


ff 


# 
# 
# 





TAMPAX 
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Tampax gives you complete freedom of 
action! Never chafes or binds. In fact 
you aren’t even aware that you're wearing 
it! You feel cooler, more comfortable 
with Tampax®. You can wear shorts, 
slacks, bathing suits. (Tampax eliminates 
belts, pins, pads and bulges.) You can 
swim, water ski, play golf, tennis—do 
anything you’d normally do. And on 
vacation, Tampax conceals readily in your 
luggage, is easy to dispose of. All this 
because Tampax is worn internally and is 
only a fraction of the size of an external pad. 
Try Tampax! 

Your choice of three absorbency-sizes 
— Regular, Super or Junior — available 
wherever such products are sold. 
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A. New from Kurlash: “Stop Sign” 
covers under-eye shadows, circles. 
Light, medium or dark tones match 
skin, help to tranquil-eyes. $1.50* 


B. Dial Shampoo with hexachloro- 
phene is a bubbly boon to many a 
head in need of frequent lathering to 
keep hair looking bright. 7 0z.. $1.00* 


C. Bonne Bell’s new “Treatment Trio” 
includes “1006” Cleanser. Medi- 
Masque and Medicated Make-up. plus 
a recorded chat on skin care. $3.95* 


D. Germaine Monteil introduces 
“Royal Secret” Bath Perfume, vibrant 
with flowers and herbs, concentrated 
to linger luxuriously afterward. $5.00* 


E. Newest smooth operator. “Bain 
D’Or” Moisturizing Lotion satins skin 
and restores suppleness. Non-greasy, 
flows freely. By Lenthéric. $1.75* 


*plus tax 








matter. The lights are all out and there’s a 
funny smell. . . .” By this time Eva’s 
flashlight had found her and soon she felt 
strong arms around her, protecting her. 
“Everything’s all right, Cherry,” Eva 
crooned soothingly and led her toward the 
door for, by now, she had smelled the 
smoke too. “Come on, we’ll find out what’s 


| wrong.” They went out into the hall and 
| it was then that Eva saw the smoke. 


“You stay with Lindy in case she wakes 


| up,” Eva said, helping her back to her 
| room, “I’ll get your Mommy and Daddy 


and then we'll be right back for you.” 

From her bed, she could hear Eva’s voice 
calling down the hall: “Shirley! Shirley! 
Pat!” and almost immediately the door of 
her parents’ room opened and there was 
the jumble of ladies’ voices talking quickly 
and then someone—she thought it was 
Eva—started coughing. 

“We'd better hurry,” her mother said in 
a loud, calm voice, that made everything 
seem all right. “Eva, you take Laurie and 
Debbie. Be sure they have their slippers 
on. Better take some extra blankets, too. 
I'll wake Pat,” and her voice trailed off as 
she went back into the bedroom, “and 
we'll get Cherry and Lindy.” 

Minutes later, her mother came running 
into their room, woke Lindy and wrapped 
her up in blankets from the bed. Lindy 
was so sleepy she didn’t even ask what 
was happening. Then, Mommy came over 
and rolled her up in blankets, too, and 
lifted them both—like two roly-poly bears, 
she thought. 

“Press your faces against my shoulder 
so the smoke won’t hurt you,” Mommy 
told them. The smoke was so bad, her 
eyes were crying. 

Everybody was up by now. Down the 
hall, in the nursery, Laurie was crying 
because of all the excitement and Debbie 
was asking Eva questions in a high, sleepy 
voice. Their voices grew louder and she 
knew that meant Eva was carrying them 
out of the nursery and toward the staircase. 

“Then she heard Daddy calling in the 
dark, “Shirl, Shirl, where are you?” and 
Mommy answered and soon she felt herself 
lifted up in the air and into Daddy’s arms. 

“Are you all right?” he asked anxiously, 
putting his face against hers, and when he 
was sure that Mommy and Laurie were all 
right, too, he led them along the hall, 
down the stairs and through the living 
room. It was so smoky, they probably 
couldn’t have seen even if the lights were 
working. 


Dx unlocked the front door and soon 
they were all safely outside on the 
front steps and Daddy was telling 
them to breathe deep to get rid of the bad 
smoke in their lungs. At first, it hurt her 
chest awfully but soon she felt better. 

Daddy left her with Eva while he went 
to the garage to get the car, and Mommy 
went next door to the people’s house to 
call the police. By the time she got back, 
Daddy had them all bundled up in their 
blankets in the car with the heater going. 

But the night began to fill up pretty fast 
as the policemen and firemen came clang- 
ing up to the house. Nobody knew, then, 
what was wrong so Daddy decided it’d be 
safer if they all went down to the police 
station while he stayed behind to help. 

She whispered a quick prayer as they 
drove along the quiet streets: “Please, 
God, take care of my daddy for me. I had 
to leave him behind,” and she felt better. 

She’d never been in a police station 
before—she didn’t tell anyone but she was 
scared a little—but it turned out to be 
very nice. 

They made a party for them—of course 
Laurie fell asleep and missed it all—with 
milk and chocolate bars and even some 
toys for Lindy and Debbie to play with. 


After everything that had happened that 
night, she felt too old for toys so instead 
she talked to the dark-haired man who 
sat behind the high desk and answered the 
phones. “Lots of people must be in trouble 
tonight like us,” she decided, because the 
phones kept ringing. 

Daddy came in later and started talking 
to Mommy. She went over to hear. “It’s 
all over now,” he was saying. “It seems 
something happened to the heating unit 
and the smoke and fumes were blown into 
the air-conditioning pipe that’s right next 
to it. The Fire Chief said the smoke must 
have come out through the air-conditioning 
vents in all the rooms. But it’s all right 
now and we can go back home.” 


MM az she said, rubbing her head 
against her mother’s side, “if I hadn’t 

waked up, then would everybody 
have kept on sleeping?” 

Her mother knelt down and put her arms 
around her and nodded yes. “Well, then,” 
she’d asked, “does that mean I saved every- 
body?” 

“Yes, Cherry,” her mother answered 
softly, “you did. I think God saw fit to 
wake you up so that you could save all 
of us.” 

Then Daddy said, “Time to go home, 
Cherry,” and he and Mommy went over 
to wake up Laurie. 

She remembered thinking, on the ride 
home, “It was God who turned out the 
lights so I'd know something was wrong,” 
but she fell off to sleep before she could 
tell Daddy. 

But, the next day, she told him and she 
asked, why did God talk so soft that she 
couldn’t hear Him? 

At first he didn’t answer, Then he said: 
“But you did hear Him, Cherry, didn’t you? 
How else would you have awakened and 
known what to do? 

“You know, Cherry, God doesn’t speak 
to us in a loud voice that we can actually 
hear, like you hear Mommy and me. He 
speaks to us from inside ourselves, and 
sometimes we just know things without 
realizing that He’s guiding us.” 

She leaned back against his shoulder and 
twisted the little button that was coming 
loose on the sleeve of his jacket, and 
thought about what he’d said. Then, turn- 
ing her head to one side so she could look 
up at him without moving from inside his 
arm, she asked: “But why couldn’t I see 
Him either?” 


ently, with one finger, he smoothed 

back a stray lock of hair that had 

fallen across her forehead and an- 
swered slowly: “We can’t see God, honey, 
just the way you can’t see love although 
you know you love Mommy and me. It’s 
something you feel and that’s how we know 
about God and that He’s with us.” His 
hand lay still on her head and he was 
silent for a few minutes, then he asked: 
“Remember the time we were all flying 
home from California, Cherry, and the 
plane was so high up that all we could see 
were puffy white clouds? And you said if 
only you could reach out and put your 
hand through one of those clouds you 
knew you would touch God?” 

She remembered. “Well, that’s one way 
of seeing God and feeling that He’s watch- 
ing over us. If we’re good and try hard to 
live the way He wants us to, He’ll always 
be there when we need Him. Just as He 
was on the night of the fire. Do you 
understand, Cherry? If you know how to 
look, you can see something of God in all 
the beautiful things He’s put into this 
world.” 

She nodded her head. She understood. 

LEE SILVIAN 
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DORIS DAY 


Continued from page 67 


I had never dreamed Id ever get to 
meet Doris in person. After all, when 
you're only seventeen and attending high 
school in Connecticut, Hollywood and film 
stars seem like a million miles away. 

That’s why I could hardly believe it 
when the woman I baby-sit for told me 
what had happened. She’d heard that 
Doris Day was due to come to a nearby 
town on location, and then, without telling 
me anything about it, she had written to 
a friend in Hollywood, explaining to him 
how much I admired Doris and asking if 
he could arrange for us to meet when 
Doris was in town. Not only did Doris say 
yes, but she set an appointment right then 
and there through the friend. 

I was so excited, I walked around in a 
daze for weeks. 

Getting dressed the morning we were to 
meet was a real problem, because I wanted 
to wear something she’d like and I just 
couldn’t seem to make up my mind. Id 
read she likes tailored clothes but not low- 
cut necklines or chunky jewelry. So, 
finally, I decided on a simple skirt and 
blouse. And wouldn’t you know it? My 
hair just simply refuscd to behave! I had 
also read that Doris was a real stickler for 
personal neatness, so I brushed and 
brushed and sprayed and sprayed until I 
was sure every strand was in place. 

Then I took a bus to the next town 
where we had our appointment. 

The movie company was setting up a 
scene in the town square when I arrived, 
and I looked around for Doris Day. 

“Can I help you, miss?” said a voice 
suddenly. 

It was a man standing near me on the 
set, so I thought he must be connected 
with the picture. I told him who I was and 
why I was there. 

“Oh, sure,” he said. “Doris told us all to 
be on the lookout for you. She’s very anx- 
ious to meet you. Come on, you can 
watch her do a scene and then I'll take 
you down to see her.” 

The man told me his name was Eddie 
and he was the still photographer assigned 
to the picture. 

He introduced me to director Richard 
Quine and to the camera crew. “But 
a Doris Day?” I asked. “I don’t see 

er. 

“She’s parked around the corner in a 
station wagon,” Eddie explained. “She’s 
supposed to be very angry in this scene, 
and she’s about to drive up to the general 
store to tell someone off.” 

It was a real store, too, but the man 
who owned it was letting them use it for 
the picture. 


hen, the next moment, the cameras 

started rolling and I got my very first 

glimpse of Doris Day. I don’t think I'll 
ever forget it, either. As I said, she scared 
me half to death! 

Just as Eddie had told me, the station 
wagon came tearing around the corner 
and, sure enough, there was Doris behind 
the wheel-—but, after the first look, I felt 
something awful was going to happen. 

“She’s going too fast!” someone shouted. 
“She won’t be able to stop in time!” 

I held my breath, watching as Doris 
tried to pull up in front of the store. I 
could see, by the look on her face and by 
how stiffly she was clutching the wheel, 
that something surely wasn’t right. A sud- 
den silence swept around the group and 
we all stood watching. 

“What can it be? What’s gone wrong?” 
Eddie muttered beside me. 





I was so terrified I closed my eyes tight 
as I heard the screeching of brakes and 
a loud crash. When I looked again, people 
were running across the square toward the 
station wagon which had hit a display 
rack. But nobody said anything. It seemed 
as though everyone had suddenly been 
struck dumb by fright. 

Then, before they could reach it, the 
door of the station wagon flew open and 
Doris Day climbed out. She looked a little 
pale but was obviously unhurt and she 
waved to ‘the camera crew, calling, “I’m 
all right. Don’t worry, I’m not used to this 
car and my foot must have slipped.” 

“Women drivers!” someone near 
grumbled in relief. 

“Hot-rodder!” teased another. 

Doris laughed and waved again. Then 
she disappeared inside the store, saying to 
another fellow, “I hope I didn’t scare you.” 

“That’s quite a gal,” Eddie said, turning 
to me. “Nobody but Doris could come out 
of a thing like that grinning. But you'll 
find out for yourself what she’s like when 
you meet her. Come on.” 


me 





She was sitting on the counter when I | 


walked into the store, and she looked more 
like a teenager than a movie star, dressed 
in blue pedal pushers, a plaid shirt and 
sneakers. And she was even prettier than 
she is on the screen. 

“Hi,” she called brightly. “I'll bet you’re 
Elva Newman.” 


| tried to say something, to remember all 
the things I wanted to tell her and ask 
her, but I just stood there feeling kind 
of numb all over. 
“Well, I certainly am glad to meet you, 


Elva,” said Doris, who was not in the least | 


put out by my silence. “I’ve really been 
looking forward to it. Tell me, have you 
really seen all my pictures four times as 
I was told?” 

“Yes,” I blurted. 

Then she gave me such a big, warm, 
friendly smile that I felt kind of a glow all 
over and got up enough courage to hand 
her the two boxes I had brought. 

“You have something for me?” 


she | 


asked. “Well, you didn’t have to do that.” | 


I was glad I had, though, because she 
looked so happy as she opened the first 
box. 

“Oh!” she _ squealed. 
Thank you, Elva!” 

I could see when she held them close to 
her that I had been right in choosing them. 


“Yellow roses! 


They had looked so bright and fresh and | 


sunny in the florist’s window that they | 


reminded me instantly of her. 

“And what’s this?” she asked as she 
opened the second, smaller box. “Home- 
made fudge! I haven’t had homemade 
fudge in ages, and I adore it!” She popped 
a piece into her mouth. “Mmm! This is 
fabulous,” she said. 


Then, Doris took me over to her dress- | 


ing room for a Coke. “So we can sit down 
and talk without being interrupted, and 
get to know each other better,” she told 
me. 


The dressing room turned out to be just | 


a big, blue trailer and I was surprised. I | 


told her I had expected her to have a real 
fancy dressing room. 
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“Well, I have kind of a fancy one back | 


at the studio in Hollywood,” she said. 
“But, anyway, this trailer certainly beats 
the very first dressing room I ever had.” 
She told me that, when she was just 
about my age—seventeen—and got her 


first singing job in a night club, near her | 


hometown of Cincinnati, Ohio, she and her 
mother carried her gown all the way from 
home, thinking she was supposed to dress 
there. 

When they asked the bandleader where 
her dressing room was, he said, “There’s 
no such thing. We all dress before we get 
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covers under-eye shadows. circles. 
Light, medium or dark tones match 
skin, help to tranquil-eyes. $1.50* 


B. Dial Shampoo with hexachloro- 
phene is a bubbly boon to many a 
head in need of frequent lathering to 
keep hair looking bright. 7 oz.. $1.00* 


C. Bonne Bell’s new “Treatment Trio” 
includes “1006” Cleanser. Medi- 
Masque and Medicated Make-up. plus 
a recorded chat on skin care. $3.95* 


D. Germaine Monteil introduces 
“Royal Secret” Bath Perfume, vibrant 
with flowers and herbs, concentrated 
to linger luxuriously afterward. $5.00* 


E. Newest smooth operator. “Bain 
D’Or” Moisturizing Lotion satins skin 
and restores suppleness. Non-greasy. 
flows freely. By Lenthéric. $1.75* 


*plus tax 








matter. The lights are all out and there’s a 
funny smell. .. .” By this time Eva’s 
flashlight had found her and soon she felt 
strong arms around her, protecting her. 
“Everything’s all right, Cherry,” Eva 
crooned soothingly and led her toward the 
door for, by now, she had smelled the 
smoke too. “Come on, we'll find out what’s 
wrong.” They went out into the hall and 


| it was then that Eva saw the smoke. 


“You stay with Lindy in case she wakes 


| up,” Eva said, helping her back to her 
| room, “I’ll get your Mommy and Daddy 


and then we’ll be right back for you.” 

From her bed, she could hear Eva’s voice 
calling down the hall: “Shirley! Shirley! 
Pat!” and almost immediately the door of 
her parents’ room opened and there was 
the jumble of ladies’ voices talking quickly 
and then someone—she thought it was 
Eva—started coughing. 

“We'd better hurry,” her mother said in 
a loud, calm voice, that made everything 
seem all right. “Eva, you take Laurie and 
Debbie. Be sure they have their slippers 
on. Better take some extra blankets, too. 
I'll wake Pat,” and her voice trailed off as 
she went back into the bedroom, “and 
we'll get Cherry and Lindy.” 

Minutes later, her mother came running 
into their room, woke Lindy and wrapped 
her up in blankets from the bed. Lindy 
was so sleepy she didn’t even ask what 
was happening. Then, Mommy came over 
and rolled her up in blankets, too, and 
lifted them both—like two roly-poly bears, 
she thought. 

“Press your faces against my shoulder 
so the smoke won’t hurt you,” Mommy 
told them. The smoke was so bad, her 
eyes were crying. 

Everybody was up by now. Down the 
hall, in the nursery, Laurie was crying 
because of all the excitement and Debbie 
was asking Eva questions in a high, sleepy 
voice. Their voices grew louder and she 
knew that meant Eva was carrying them 
out of the nursery and toward the staircase. 

“Then she heard Daddy calling in the 
dark, “Shirl, Shirl, where are you?” and 
Mommy answered and soon she felt herself 
lifted up in the air and into Daddy’s arms. 

“Are you all right?” he asked anxiously, 
putting his face against hers, and when he 
was sure that Mommy and Laurie were all 
right, too, he led them along the hall, 
down the stairs and through the living 
room. It was so smoky, they probably 
couldn’t have seen even if the lights were 
working. 


Dx unlocked the front door and soon 
they were all safely outside on the 
front steps and Daddy was telling 
them to breathe deep to get rid of the bad 
smoke in their lungs. At first, it hurt her 
chest awfully but soon she felt better. 

Daddy left her with Eva while he went 
to the garage to get the car, and Mommy 
went next door to the people’s house to 
call the police. By the time she got back, 
Daddy had them all bundled up in their 
blankets in the car with the heater going. 

But the night began to fill up pretty fast 
as the policemen and firemen came clang- 
ing up to the house. Nobody knew, then, 
what was wrong so Daddy decided it’d be 
safer if they all went down to the police 
station while he stayed behind to help. 

She whispered a quick prayer as they 
drove along the quiet streets: “Please, 
God, take care of my daddy for me. I had 
to leave him behind,” and she felt better. 

She’d never been in a police station 
before—she didn’t tell anyone but she was 
scared a little—but it turned out to be 
very nice. 

They made a party for them—of course 
Laurie fell asleep and missed it all—with 
milk and chocolate bars and even some 
toys for Lindy and Debbie to play with. 


After everything that had happened that 
night, she felt too old for toys so instead 
she talked to the dark-haired man who 
sat behind the high desk and answered the 
phones. “Lots of people must be in trouble 
tonight like us,” she decided, because the 
phones kept ringing. 

Daddy came in later and started talking 
to Mommy. She went over to hear. “It’s 
all over now,” he was saying. “It seems 
something happened to the heating unit 
and the smoke and fumes were blown into 
the air-conditioning pipe that’s right next 
to it. The Fire Chief said the smoke must 
have come out through the air-conditioning 
vents in all the rooms. But it’s all right 
now and we can go back home.” 


MS. she said, rubbing her head 
against her mother’s side, “if I hadn’t 

waked up, then would everybody 
have kept on sleeping?” 

Her mother knelt down and put her arms 
around her and nodded yes. “Well, then,” 
she’d asked, “does that mean I saved every- 
body?” 

“Yes, Cherry,” her mother answered 
softly, “you did. I think God saw fit to 
wake you up so that you could save all 
of us.” 

Then Daddy said, “Time to go home, 
Cherry,” and he and Mommy went over 
to wake up Laurie. 

She remembered thinking, on the ride 
home, “It was God who turned out the 
lights so ’'d know something was wrong,” 
but she fell off to sleep before she could 
tell Daddy. 

But, the next day, she told him and she 
asked, why did God talk so soft that she 
couldn’t hear Him? 

At first he didn’t answer, Then he said: 
“But you did hear Him, Cherry, didn’t you? 
How else would you have awakened and 
known what to do? 

“You know, Cherry, God doesn’t speak 
to us in a loud voice that we can actually 
hear, like you hear Mommy and me. He 
speaks to us from inside ourselves, and 
sometimes we just know things without 
realizing that He’s guiding us.” 

She leaned back against his shoulder and 
twisted the little button that was coming 
loose on the sleeve of his jacket, and 
thought about what he’d said. Then, turn- 
ing her head to one side so she could look 
up at him without moving from inside his 
arm, she asked: “But why couldn’t I see 
Him either?” 


ently, with one finger, he smoothed 

back a stray lock of hair that had 

fallen across her forehead and an- 
swered slowly: “We can’t see God, honey, 
just the way you can’t see love although 
you know you love Mommy and me. It’s 
something you feel and that’s how we know 
about God and that He’s with us.” His 
hand lay still on her head and he was 
silent for a few minutes, then he asked: 
“Remember the time we were all flying 
home from California, Cherry, and the 
plane was so high up that all we could see 
were puffy white clouds? And you said if 
only you could reach out and put your 
hand through one of those clouds you 
knew you would touch God?” 

She remembered. “Well, that’s one way 
of seeing God and feeling that He’s watch- 
ing over us. If we’re good and try hard to 
live the way He wants us to, He’ll always 
be there when we need Him. Just as He 
was on the night of the fire. Do you 
understand, Cherry? If you know how to 
look, you can see something of God in all 
the beautiful things He’s put into this 
world.” 

She nodded her head. She understood. 

LEE SILVIAN 
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DORIS DAY 


Continued from page 67 


I had never dreamed I'd ever get to 
meet Doris in person. After all, when 
you’re only seventeen and attending high 
school in Connecticut, Hollywood and film 
stars seem like a million miles away. 

That’s why I could hardly believe it 
when the woman I baby-sit for told me 
what had happened. She’d heard that 
Doris Day was due to come to a nearby 
town on location, and then, without telling 
me anything about it, she had written to 
a friend in Hollywood, explaining to him 
how much I admired Doris and asking if 
he could arrange for us to meet when 
Doris was in town. Not only did Doris say 
yes, but she set an appointment right then 
and there through the friend. 

I was so excited, I walked around in a 
daze for weeks. 

Getting dressed the morning we were to 
meet was a real problem, because I wanted 
to wear something she’d like and I just 
couldn’t seem to make up my mind. Id 
read she likes tailored clothes but not low- 
cut necklines or chunky jewelry. So, 
finally, I decided on a simple skirt and 
blouse. And wouldn’t you know it? My 
hair just simply refuscd to behave! I had 
also read that Doris was a real stickler for 
personal neatness, so I brushed and 
brushed and sprayed and sprayed until I 
was sure every strand was in place. 

Then I took a bus to the next town 
where we had our appointment. 

The movie company was setting up a 
scene in the town square when I arrived, 
and I looked around for Doris Day. 

“Can I help you, miss?” said a voice 
suddenly. 

It was a man standing near me on the 
set, so I thought he must be connected 
with the picture. I told him who I was and 
why I was there. 

“Oh, sure,” he said. “Doris told us all to 
be on the lookout for you. She’s very anx- 
ious to meet you. Come on, you can 
watch her do a scene and then I'll take 
you down to see her.” 

The man told me his name was Eddie 
and he was the still photographer assigned 
to the picture. 

He introduced me to director Richard 
Quine and to the camera crew. “But 
a Doris Day?” I asked. “I don’t see 

er. 

“She’s parked around the corner in a 
station wagon,’ Eddie explained. “She’s 
supposed to be very angry in this scene, 
and she’s about to drive up to the general 
store to tell someone off.” 

It was a real store, too, but the man 
who owned it was letting them use it for 
the picture. 


hen, the next moment, the cameras 

started rolling and I got my very first 

glimpse of Doris Day. I don’t think I'll 
ever forget it, either. As I said, she scared 
me half to death! 

Just as Eddie had told me, the station 
wagon came tearing around the corner 
and, sure enough, there was Doris behind 
the wheel-—but, after the first look, I felt 
something awful was going to happen. 

“She’s going too fast!” someone shouted. 
“She won’t be able to stop in time!” 

I held my breath, watching as Doris 
tried to pull up in front of the store. I 
could see, by the look on her face and by 
how stiffly she was clutching the wheel, 
that something surely wasn’t right. A sud- 
den silence swept around the group and 
we all stood watching. 

“What can it be? What’s gone wrong?” 
Eddie muttered beside me. 





I was so terrified I closed my eyes tight 
as I heard the screeching of brakes and 
a loud crash. When I looked again, people 
were running across the square toward the 
station wagon which had hit a display 
rack. But nobody said anything. It seemed 
as though everyone had suddenly been 
struck dumb by fright. 

Then, before they could reach it, the 
door of the station wagon flew open and 
Doris Day climbed out. She looked a little 
pale but was obviously unhurt and she 
waved to ‘the camera crew, calling, “I’m 
all right. Don’t worry, I’m not used to this 
car and my foot must have slipped.” 

“Women drivers!” someone near 
grumbled in relief. 

“Hot-rodder!” teased another. 

Doris laughed and waved again. Then 
she disappeared inside the store, saying to 
another fellow, “I hope I didn’t scare you.” 

“That’s quite a gal,” Eddie said, turning 
to me. “Nobody but Doris could come out 
of a thing like that grinning. But you'll 


me 


find out for yourself what she’s like when 


you meet her. Come on.” 





} 
| 
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She was sitting on the counter when I | 


walked into the store, and she looked more 
like a teenager than a movie star, dressed 
in blue pedal pushers, a plaid shirt and 
sneakers. And she was even prettier than 
she is on the screen. 

“Hi,” she called brightly. “I'll bet you’re 
Elva Newman.” 


tried to say something, to remember all 

the things I wanted to tell her and ask 

her, but I just stood there feeling kind 
of numb all over. 

“Well, I certainly am glad to meet you, 
Elva,” said Doris, who'was not in the least 
put out by my silence. “I’ve really been 
looking forward to it. Tell me, have you 
really seen all my pictures fowr times as 
I was told?” 

“Yes,” I blurted. 

Then she gave me such a big, warm, 
friendly smile that I felt kind of a glow all 
over and got up enough courage to hand 
her the two boxes I had brought. 

“You have something for me?” she 
asked. “Well, you didn’t have to do that.” 

I was glad I had, though, because she 
looked so happy as she opened the first 
box. 

“Oh!” she squealed. 
Thank you, Elva!” 

I could see when she held them close to 
her that I had been right in choosing them. 
They had looked so bright and fresh and 
sunny in the florist’s window that they 
reminded me instantly of her. 

“And what’s this?” she asked as she 
opened the second, smaller box. “Home- 
made fudge! I haven’t had homemade 
fudge in ages, and I adore it!” She popped 
a piece into her mouth. “Mmm! This is 
fabulous,” she said. 

Then, Doris took me over to her dress- 
ing room for a Coke. “So we can sit down 


“Yellow roses! 


and talk without being interrupted, and | 
she told | 


get to know each other better,” 
me. 

The dressing room turned out to be just 
a big, blue trailer and I was surprised. I 
told her I had expected her to have a real 
fancy dressing room. 

“Well, I have kind of a fancy one back 
at the studio in Hollywood,” she said. 
“But, anyway, this trailer certainly beats 
the very first dressing room I ever had.” 

She told me that, when she was just 


about my age—seventeen—and got her | 
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first singing job in a night club, near her | 


hometown of Cincinnati, Ohio, she and her 
mother carried her gown all the way from 
home, thinking she was supposed to dress 
there. 

When they asked the bandleader where 
her dressing room was, he said, “There’s 
no such thing. We all dress before we get 
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here. A dressing room!” He was startled. 

So Doris had to put her gown on in the 
tiny powder room, which had just been 
freshly painted and still had a lot of paint 
cans all over the floor. 

“And poor Mom had to hold the door 
shut so no one could get in,” she laughed. 

She fixed us a Coke in the tiny kitchen 
at the back and we sat down at the table. 

“We could talk in the main room where 
I dress, if you’d rather,” she said. 

“Oh, no. This is fine,” I told her. 

“Good. I love kitchens, even if I do hate 
to cook. I just like them for sitting around 
in. You know, back home in Cincinnati the 
kitchen was the center of the whole house. 

“When I was going to high school there, 
my cousin Ginnie used to come over with 
my girlfriends and we’d just sit around 
the table for hours and talk. Mom always 
had to throw us out when she was ready 
to cook supper.” 

“What did you talk about?” I asked, 
wondering if they were the same things 
my friends and I discussed. 

“Movie stars, mostly,” she said. “I had 
a real mad crush on Clark Gable, I re- 
member, and I got his name into the con- 
versation as often as possible. 

“Boy, was I a movie fan!” she continued. 
“Still am, for that matter. When I started 
making “Teacher’s Pet’ with Clark, I was 
so thrilled I felt as though I were high 
school age again. And he was every bit as 
nice as I had imagined him to be.” 

It seemed funny to hear her say things 
like that—so naturally. Why, she sounded 
just like my friends at school. Doris Day, 
I discovered, was a person you could really 
talk to and feel at ease with—like a best 
friend or a big sister. 


Suey: I decided to tell her about a 
problem that had been bothering me. I 

had never discussed it with anyone be- 
fore, not even my parents, but I felt sure 
Doris would understand and not laugh at 
me. 

“T’d like to get your opinion about some- 
thing,” I told her. 

“Tll certainly be glad to answer,” she 
said seriously. 

“Well, I want to quit school and go to 
New York and become a model,” I said. 
“Do you think that’s a good profession?” 

“I think it’s a wonderful profession,” 
said Doris softly. “In fact, I think you’d 
make a very good model with proper 
training and guidance. But quit school? 
That’s something else again. I think that’s 
the craziest, most foolhardy thing you 
could do. I left school early because I 
loved to dance and sing and now I regret 
it.” 

She gazed thoughtfully out the window, 
and went on, “If I were seventeen again, 
and had my whole future ahead of me, 
like you have, I'd go out of my way to 
learn from those I admire. I'd want to go 
on and finish my education. You know, 
hindsight is the most useless thing in the 
world. It’s like when I watch a movie I’ve 
made. I can see all the mistakes and I can’t 
go back and correct them. All I can do is 
try to avoid making the same ones in the 
future.” 

She turned from the window and looked 
right at me. 

“If I were seventeen again,” she went 
on, “I'd take advantage of every minute of 
it, of all the wonderful things life offers 
you then, and never offers you again. 

“The teen years are the years in which 
we begin to mold ourselves into the kind 
of people we’re going to be in the future. 
We develop ourselves as individuals. 

“If I were your age, I'd look at myself 
as objectively as possible, select all my 
good points and do my best to emphasize 
them. As for my bad points, what I 
couldn’t discard, I'd try to improve, by 


watching the people I admire—like movie 
stars—and copy the way they walk or 
speak or dress. 

“But, most of all, I think I'd try to be 
happy and spread that happiness among 
as many people as possible. People will al- 
ways remember you for the happiness you 
give them and it’s the best way I know of 
for making lifelong friends.” 

I thought of all the happy faces I'd seen 
around the set, and all the laughter I'd 
heard, and of Doris Day, herself, looking 
glad just to be alive. 

“And you'll be surprised when what you 
give comes back to you in many different 
ways,” she continued. “By all means, be- 
come a model—and I hope you'll become a 
famous and successful one—but don’t give 
up the most important years of your life 
for success. Be happy now, try making 
others happy now, and make as many 
friends as you can. Don’t let your success 
be a lonely one.” 

I wondered if she might be referring to 
her own life because, before her present 
marriage to Marty Melcher, which I’m 
sure makes her happy, I think she had had 
a difficult time. I'd read that she went into 
two other marriages which both ended in 
divorce, and has devoted a great deal of 
her energy and time to a career which, I 
guess, can get lonely fighting for some- 
thing all alone. And something she once 
told a reporter came to mind as she spoke. 
She’d said, “If I had stayed in Cincinnati, 
everything would probably have been 
nothing but one long smile.” But if Doris 
has had problems, she certainly doesn’t let 
them shout. 


] asked her about her son, who I know is 
about the same age as I. “Oh, he’s fine,” 

she laughed. “But he wouldn’t have 
been very proud of his mother’s driving if 
he’d seen me this morning!” 

I asked her to tell me about herself .. . 
the things she likes, what she doesn’t like. 
She said, “Okay. I think the first thing is 
the outdoors. I love to go for long walks, 
play tennis or volleyball. And I love trees. 
Does that sound strange? Late at night I 
love to lie in bed and gaze at the sycamore 
tree that sweeps past my bedroom window. 
I’m sure that tree must be over one hun- 
dred years old and I think how beautiful 
it is and what a perfect pattern there is in 
the shape of its leaves and branches. 

“IT remember when I was small, I used 
to love the visits we made to a farm owned 
by a relative in Trenton, Ohio. I guess I’m 
a country girl at heart. There was an old 
couple who lived next door in a tiny house, 
who worked on the farm, and I used to 
peek in their windows to spy on them. 
Wasn’t that awful? But their way of life 
appealed to me so. 

“What don’t I like? I don’t like wearing 
makeup. Really. And telephones. But Mar- 
ty says that for somebody who claims to 
dislike phones, I certainly spend a lot of 
time talking on them! 
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“But I do love ice ceam and we've got 
a soda bar at our new home in Beverly 
Hills instead of a regular one!” 

I laughed. 

Doris was smiling again, that big, beau- 
tiful smile. 

“You know,” she said, “I wouldn’t mind 
being a model myself. Just think of all 
those gorgeous clothes they get to wear!” 

“You get to wear some awfully pretty 
clothes in your pictures,” I told her. “Like 
that black sheath in ‘Teacher’s Pet.’” 

“Oh, did you like that dress, too?” asked 
Doris. “You know, the studio let me keep 
it after the picture was finished because I 
loved it so.” 

She laughed again and leaned very close 
to me as though she were going to tell me 
a secret. 

“Do you know what I’m going to do 
someday?” she whispered. “I’m going to 
make a picture and really go hog-wild on 
the clothes. I’m going to have the biggest, 
juciest wardrobe you've ever laid eyes on.” 

“And you'll still tell me you haven’t a 
thing to wear!” said her husband, Martin 
Melcher, who was standing in the door- 
way. He was tall and very good looking. 

He came over and kissed her on the 
cheek. Then Doris introduced me to him, 
and he shook hands with me and also 
asked me if I had really seen all his wife’s 
pictures four times. You could tell, from 
the way he looked at her, that he loved 
_ very much and was awfully proud of 

er. 

“They want you back on the set, Dodo,” 
he told her. 


he put her arm around me as we left 
the trailer and, while we walked back 
to the town square, she was munching 

on another piece of my fudge. 
“You know,” she said, “you’ve simply 
got to give me the recipe. I’ve never tasted 
anything so good. Why don’t you come out 


again tomorrow and bring it with you?” 

“T guess I'll have to mail it,” I told her 
sadly. “I’m leaving for my grandmother’s 
farm in Maine in the morning.” 

“Hey, does your grandmother have a 
real, honest-to-goodness farm?” Doris 
asked excitedly. And I remembered her 
words about farms. “Oh, I wish I were go- 
ing with you. Maybe sometime, when 
you're going again, you’d let me go along, 
too.” 

Would I! 

And I know everyone would love her, 
too, because she’s so friendly and nice. I 
thought, no matter where she went, she’d 
fit right in and make it a happier place 
just by being there. 

When we got back to the general store, 
Doris asked Eddie, the photographer, to 
take some pictures of the two of us. 

“Now, don’t look right at the camera,” 
she told me. “If you’re going to be a mod- 
el, this will be a good trick for you to 
learn. See those soup cans over in the 
corner? Look at them, instead. Photos al- 
ways come out better if you’re not looking 
at the camera.” 

Then I told her the thing I had been 
saving for last. 

“When I do become a model,” I said, 
“T’m going to change my name to ‘Julie,’ 
because that was my favorite Doris Day 
movie.” 

She stared at me for a long, long time 
and her eyes got kind of misty looking— 
and then she hugged me. 

“That’s just about the nicest compli- 
ment I’ve ever received!” 

And then I had to say goodbye . . . vow- 
ing I'd see her pictures six times from 
now on. THE END 


SEE DORIS DAY IN “PLEASE DON’T EAT THE 
DAISIES” FOR M-G-M. SHE SINGS FOR COL. 
WATCH FOR HER IN U.I.’s “MIDNIGHT LACE.” 
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i to, 
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belted with scarf at neck. Sweater worn over 
solid skirt with white gloves, pumps, bag and 
grey straw sun-shade hat for a less casual look. 
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GOLD PIN, WHITE EARRINGS .......... Coro, Ine. 
47 West 34th St., New York, N. Y. 
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1 East 33rd St., New York, N. Y. 
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6 East 32nd St.. New York, N. Y. 
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The Finest, Most Beautiful, Powerful 
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JAMES DARREN 


Continued from page 46 


her way up the narrow aisle to where he 
stood and, as she reached him, her head 
turned in his direction and she gave him a 
full, warm smile. Then, in a gesture of 
simple modesty, she lowered her head 
again, just a little and looked toward the 
altar. 

The service had begun. Around them, 
in the pews, the guests had settled down. 
It had become still again and even though 
Evy was now by his side and holding 
tightly onto his hand, he felt as though he 
were in a little world all of his own . 
apart from everyone there. He felt a 
numbness, a reaction to the situation 
which seemed to cut him off from any- 
thing else that had happened that day. He 
tried to listen to the words of the priest 
but he found it impossible. He couldn’t 
concentrate. They were being married, 
finally; it was all he could think of. So 
many good people had said it would never 
come to pass. So many friends had ad- 
vised them against the marriage. 

The priest motioned for them to kneel 
and, as he and Evy kneeled in prayer 
before the altar banked with white gladi- 
oli, with the February sunlight stream- 
ing through the tall, stained-glass windows 
of the chapel, he asked God, with all his 
heart, to make their marriage last. It had 
to last. Then he turned his head slightly 
to look at Evy. Everything seemed so still, 
so holy. She knelt motionless, deep in 
prayer. Her eyes filled with tears. 

Like the first time he’d noticed her on 
the Columbia lot, the day she had been 
asked to talk about her Danish back- 
ground, as an exercise in front of the 
drama class. She’d faltered, stumbling 
over words because she was so unsure of 
her English. The other students had be- 


| come bored and shuffled around in their 


seats until Evy could try no more. She 


| stopped short, finally asking the teacher 
| to let her sit down. He had felt so sorry 


for her that, after class, he’d gone up to 
ask her if she’d like to take a look at 
his sports car. 

Her eyes had filled with tears. His in- 
terest had been so unexpected. And his 
thoughtfulness had almost made her cry, 
she told him later. 

And that had been the start of it all. 

But they had had problems right from 


the beginning, too; problems which now, 
as he stood at the altar, made him realize 
that this day should be a very serious 
and thoughtful one for him. 

For one, he’d met Evy very soon after 
the breakup of his first marriage. He’d 
left behind him a wife and a baby son. 
He still had responsibilities toward them. 
He couldn’t forget the pitfalls that waited 
for a man and a woman, even when there 
was love. For it had been too much love 
which had partly destroyed his first mar- 
riage—a marriage which had been rushed 
into in the haste of teenage years. When 
it broke up, he’d said, “We were both 
very young and insecure and we de- 
pended and leaned on each other so much 
that our love became desperate. We were 
afraid of standing alone and this can be 
a dangerous thing.” In that marriage he’d 
come to know, too, that love and sincerity 
are not enough. He and Gloria had both 
wanted the marriage to last but finally 
it had become impossible. Growing up, 
they had grown apart. They had given in 
to each other so much that they had 
begun to lose their individuality. They 
had both felt bewildered, lost. 

Would it happen again? Friends had 
speculated, concerned that Jim had per- 
haps not given himself enough time be- 
fore plunging into another serious rela- 
tionship. And when other people are so 
skeptical, it is often hard to remain sure 
of oneself. 

And if this wasn’t enough, the studio 
had also been against Evy—but for dif- 
ferent reasons. They did not want them 
to be seen publicly together because 
executives had wanted each of them free 
for personal appearances and _ specially 
pre-arranged publicity dates. They had to 
see each other secretly, in out-of-the-way 
places where they wouldn’t be recognized. 

But, after four or five months of this, 
he had begun to feel funny, strange, is if 
he were doing something wrong. But was 
it wrong to see someone you loved, some- 
one whose smile made you forget all the 
rough spots of each day, someone whose 
hand you wanted to touch because it 
made you feel alive? 

One day, without telling Evy and feel- 
ing fed up, he decided to tell the execu- 
tives, outright, about the way he felt. 

A secretary ushered him into a pine- 
paneled office, but then, as he stood by the 
door, he didn’t know if he could go 
through with what he intended. But he 
was determined to try. So he walked over 
and sat down in front of the vice-presi- 
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dent and blurted out quickly, “I just 
want to say that I’m deeply in love with 
Evy Norlund, and that I intend to marry 
her, and that I can’t hold back my feel- 
ings in public any longer.” 

Expecting a harsh reply, he’d been 
shocked by the man’s calm, understanding 
manner. 

“We don’t want to tell you how to run 
your life, Jim,” he’d said. “If you and Evy 
feel so strongly about each other, then we 
have no right to tell you not to see each 
other. But, please do me one favor. And 
I’m talking to you now like a father. Don’t 
rush into marriage. Get to know each 
other well. Marriage will come—in time. 
But don’t be hasty about something 
that’s sacred, something that’s a lifetime 
thing .. .” 

Yet another person was warning him. 


or richer or poorer, for better or 

worse.” The priest’s voice sounded 

loud in the quiet of the chapel. Then 
he heard a cough—it was his father. He 
remembered a time, not so long ago, when 
he’d been ashamed to take Evy to meet 
his father and his family. In this, he’d an- 
ticipated more trouble. 

He’d been afraid and ashamed because 
Evy had traveled to so many places, seen 
so much of the world as Miss Denmark 
in the Miss Universe contest, that when 
the time had come for her to meet a 
simple, down-to-earth Italian family who 
lived on a sidestreet in South Philadel- 
phia, he’d been scared as to how she might 
react 

He was so afraid they all wouldn’t like 
each other, that he had Evy wait in the 
car that Saturday morning when he 
brought her home to introduce her to his 
mom and dad and brother. He wanted to 
make sure they were ready for her. 

His mom and dad were lively, friendly 
people, but he wanted them to act sophis- 
ticated, to impress her when she came in 
the door. So he told them only to say 
“how-do-you-do.” He didn’t want anv 
hugs or kisses either, because he didn’t 
think it was proper. His mom asked if she 
could put on a nicer dress, and Jim waited 
for her to change before he brought Evy 
into the living room. 

Everyone stood up when she came in, 
and they exchanged polite, formal how- 
do-you-do’s. But all of them were nervous, 
including Evy, and finally, desperate for 
something to say or do, she asked if she 
could have a glass of water. 

Jim’s mother went into the kitchen to 
get it and, just as she came back with a 
tumbler of icewater, his grandfather poked 
his head into the living-room doorway 
from the kitchen, and, in a broken Italian 
dialect said, “Whatsa going on-a here?” 

Jim said, “This is Evy Norlund, Grand- 
pa. She’s my girlfriend.” 

His white-haired grandfather winked at 
Evy. “Come inside. I give-a you some 
minestrone soup!” he said, kissing his 
fingers to show her how good it was. 

Jim cringed and everyone laughed nerv- 
ously except Evy who smiled and said, 
“Okay. I'm hungry.” And she walked over 
and sat down opposite his grandfather, 
at the kitchen table with the oilcloth cover, 
and sipped a bowl of minestrone soup. “It’s 
delicious,” she said. “Who made it?” 

“I make it,” Jim’s grandfather said, pat- 
ting himself on the chest and smiling. 

Evy raved some more about the soup, 
and suddenly they all felt comfortable. It 
took Jim’s grandfather, a kind old man 
from Italy, with a dialect that most people 
couldn’t understand, to break the ice. Evy 
seemed to adore him. 

Finally, his mother said, “Evy, I felt so 
funny in the living room because Jim 
was so fussy about what we should say 
to you—but, now, if you don’t mind, I’m 





going to give you a hug and a kiss on 
the cheek—just because I want to.” 

And the two women hugged each other 
while Jim just stood there, hunched, know- 
ing he was the one who was the big fool 
after all—the one who didn’t know how 
to behave. If Evy were going to be his 
wife, she should know his parents as they 
really were. There was nothing to be 
ashamed of; they were his flesh and blood 

And right then and there, he went over 
to Evy and said, “I love you,” so softly 
that he could barely hear his own voice. 


a again, before the priest in the 
chapel it seemed the biggest obstacle 

he and Evy had had to overcome— 
their different religions—was settled the 
easiest. Evy was a Lutheran and he was a 
Catholic. 

Evy wanted to keep her faith, and he 
respected this. She did believe, however, 
that the children of a family should take 
the father’s religion. “After all,” she said, 
“if they‘re going to take his name, they 
should take his religion, too.” 

So Evy had taken instruction from a 
priest recommended by Father Gillooley, 
who had been Jim’s own priest back home 
at the Church of the Epiphany in Phila- 
delphia. He went with Evy all through her 
week of instruction, and, at the end of 
the week, they visited Father Gillooley. 

At the parish house, with its sandy- 
colored walls and dark-wood furniture, 
he and Evy talked with the Father about 
marriage. He told them, “Marriage is a 
spiritual contract between two people, and 
there may be hundreds of times when 
you'll have to give more than you think 
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rou can. D verything that you can, to | ares 
niga 8 y | LEARN HYPNOTISM, AUTOSUGGESTION for self- 


lift each other up as human beings while 


you’re married—but don’t expect marriage | 


to make your lives perfect. Marriage will 
help you grow as people and the Good 
Lord may bless your home with happy 
children. But we’re all human, and we 
have failings, and we must understand 
this. Marriage is not an end, a final 
achievement in life. Think of it more as 
a beginning .. .” 

The marriage ceremony ended, and Jim 
turned and kissed his bride lightly on 
the lips. The organ music played and the 
two of them turned and looked at the 
marble madonna above the altar. For a 
moment, they said a final prayer; then 
they turned again and began walking 
up the narrow aisle of the chapel. 

Looking into Evy’s face, he couldn’t help 
but feel a deep sense of triumph at hav- 
ing won her as his bride. She was lovely. 

Yet, as they walked outside and down 
the steps of the church, smiling for the 
dozens of cameramen who stood waiting 
he realized he was feeling somewhat 
strange again. And, as though Evy sensed 
his feelings, she turned and said, “Do you 
feel as odd as I do? As though something 
were wrong?” 

“Yes, I guess I do,” he admitted. 

“It’s the seriousness of what just hap- 
pened to us, I think,” she told him. “I 
began to feel it inside the chapel .. . in- 
stead of being tremendously happy, I be- 
came very thoughtful—not at all how 1 
expected I would feel.” 

He held her hand tightly. That had been 
exactly how he’d felt, too. THE END 
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SECRET BRIDE 


Continued from page 49 


| linen jacket, the white shirt he’d had 
especially made for the wedding, the new 
| black dress-shoes at the foot of the bed. 
| And when Mrs. Avallone walked over 
to straighten the jacket on its hanger, 
sister Teresa couldn’t hide her feelings any 
| longer. She burst into tears. 
| She was still crying when the phone 
rang. “It’s probably the man from the 
| caterer’s,” mom said, spreading out her 
hands in a gesture of helplessness. “What 
shall I tell him?” She hesitated a moment, 
| then picked up the phone. “Hello?” she 
| said. She listened, for a moment, then 
| sank gratefully into the chair that was 
| always near the telephone table. “Who? 
| Where are you?” And hardly waiting for 
| an answer, she turned to the family. 
“He’s at Idlewild airport in New York,” 
she said excitedly. “It’s Frankie!” 
“Talk into the telephone, Momma,” 

Teresa said, smiling now. “Talk to Frankie, 
| not to us.” 

“He'll be here!” Mrs. Avallone screamed. 
“He came by jet ... all the way from 
California. He says he’ll be here before 
I can say Jack Robinson.” 

When she hung up, the other Avallones 
went wild with excitement. Frankie’s 
| uncle picked the dress-shoes off the floor 
| and held them up to the light. He could 

see his reflection in the polished patent 

leather. “No one will believe it,” he 

laughed. “Everyone will expect Frankie 

to come to the church in white bucks!” 
Only Frankie’s mother didn’t laugh. 

She shook her head in bewilderment and 
| asked, “Jack Robinson? Who’s Jack Rob- 

inson?” But Teresa smothered her ques- 

tions in kisses. Frankie was on his way 
| home. 

| When Frankie slipped quietly into the 
house, early in the morning, he tiptoed 
upstairs to a small bedroom where his 
wedding clothes had been moved. The 
large bedroom, his usual one, was to be 
reserved for the bride. That’s where she 
would dress. 

| Frankie thought he’d be too excited to 
| sleep, but he was so tired after the long 
trip, he didn’t wake up until after ten 
| the next morning. He started to dress, 
but all the while he heard murmurings 
from the large bedroom down the hall. 

He recognized his mother’s voice, the 

voices of some of the bridesmaids and the 
| sweet, excited voice of his sister Teresa. 
| He couldn’t contain his curiosity any 
longer; he had to see the bride. 
| He walked down the hall and, knocking 
on the door, said, “It’s Frankie. Let me 
in.” From inside he could hear screams 
and squeals. “No. No. Not now. Not yet!” 
He waited patiently at the door. And 
then, suddenly, he realized he was only 
| wearing his tuxedo pants, his black socks 
| and his undershirt. He stepped back, but 
it was too late to retreat. At that moment, 
the door opened. It didn’t really matter 
though because as he looked at the bride, 
any embarrassment he might have felt 
changed to wonder and awe. She was 
beautiful. 





a suddenly, Frankie realized his hands 
were shaking. “What am I so nervous 

about?” he thought to himself. “This 
| isn’t my wedding day.” 

But he couldn’t help it. His sister Teresa, 
the sister he knew so well, was suddenly 
different. She looked like a dazzling 
princess out of a fairy tale. She was wear- 
ing a wedding gown with yards and yards 
of organza and, atop her dark hair, she 
had on a pearl tiara from which the filmy 


tulle floated down over her shoulders. But 
the change in her was more than her 
clothes. It was as though she had some 
secret knowledge, as though she and Tom 
Belfiore had found out about something 
he didn’t know anything about. 

His friend Tom was certainly a lucky 
guy, Frankie thought. And he couldn’t 
help thinking of what his own wedding 
day might be like. 

“Frankie,” Teresa inquired with a smile, 
“Frankie, aren’t you going to say any- 
thing?” 

He wanted to tell her how proud he 
was to be the best man at her wedding. 
He wanted to compliment her, to tease 
her, to tell her how he felt about her. 
But his throat felt dry, and he just stood 
there, shifting from one foot to the other. 
He gulped, and when the words finally 
came out, they made the bridesmaids and 
his mother laugh: “Teresa, please help me 
tie my tie.” 

And then, looking down, he remembered 
he didn’t even have his shirt on, so how 
could she tie his tie? Yet, he could see 
his sister’s eyes getting misty and he knew 
she understood. 

“You remembered,” she said. 

“Yes,” he replied, “I remembered. I'll be 
right back.” 

A few seconds later, he returned with 
his shirt on, and carefully, smiling affec- 
tionately at him, she tied his tie. He had 
remembered. It was something they’d 
agreed on years ago, when he’d first 
started dating and she’d helped him with 
his tie when he was going to a formal 
affair. No matter which one of them got 
married first, they’d pledged, she’d fix 
his tie on the wedding day—her wedding 
day or his. A little token, somehow, that 
marriage would never spoil the love and 
affection they’d always felt for each other. 

“Your fingers are so steady,” he whis- 
pered. “Aren’t you nervous at all?” 

“Terribly,” she whispered back, “but 
please don’t tell anybody. If people knew 
I was nervous, then I'd really break down. 
... Are you okay, Frankie?” 

“I’m okay,” he whispered back. “It’s 
just hard to realize. It seems like just 
yesterday we were roller-skating and play- 
ing tag ... and now you're getting mar- 
ried.” He hugged her, careful not to muss 
her gown. He held her hand tight in his 
for a few seconds, then left the room. 

As he finished dressing, Frankie thought 
how lucky he was to have Teresa as a 
sister. They'd had such great times to- 
gether when they were kids and then, as 
they grew up, she’d taught him a lot 
about girls. Not so much by what she 
said, but by just being there for him to 
watch. 

Like the way she looked. She was al- 
ways so natural. Sometimes, though he 
knew she’d been in her room for hours 
getting ready for a date, she’d come down- 
stairs looking almost as if she didn’t have 
any makeup on at all, yet she always 
looked great. He liked that in a girl. He 
didn’t care how much makeup a girl was 
wearing, just as long as it wasn’t obvious 
and he didn’t particularly notice she was 
using it. 

Teresa sure knows how to dress, too, he 
thought, making a face at himself in the 
mirror as he remembered one date he’d 
gone on where the girl had been all fuss 
and frills. If a girl wears the right thing 
for the right occasion, he thought, that’s 
really all I ask. 

She doesn’t even have to be what you’d 
call really pretty. He often found that 
he was attracted to a girl that other fellows 
didn’t go for at all. But if a girl’s not 
neat, if her dress doesn’t look fresh and 
her hair’s all out-of-place, then he’d never 
give her a second look. But, otherwise, 
it didn’t even matter what color her hair 











was, or her eyes. As long as she’s not too 
tall for me, he grinned. 


utside, a horn honked. It was his 

friend’s signal; they were to drive 

over to the Stella Maris Church to- 
gether. Frankie checked himself in the 
mirror, tugged his boutonniere a little 
straighter and went downstairs. 

It was a beautiful day for a wedding— 
just the kind he’d have ordered for Teresa 
if he could. Everybody seemed to be out- 
doors that day and, as they passed, Frankie 
waved to a neighbor trimming a hedge 
and to an old school chum who was pol- 
ishing his car. 

Later, when the procession had marched 
slowly down the aisle and they all stood 
before the altar—Teresa and Tom, the 
bridesmaids, Frankie and the other ushers 
—the bright afternoon sunlight flooded 
down on them from the huge stained- 
glass windows. Turning his head a little, 
so he could see them better, Frankie 
watched his sister and her bridegroom. It 
was hard to describe, exactly, but he 
thought they looked so blissful, kind of 
out-of-the-world and, at the same time, 
really in the world. 

Frankie’d always said that he wouldn’t 
get married until he was twenty-five. But 
now, looking over at Teresa and Tom, he 
felt, for the first time in his life, that he 
was missing something great. Maybe he 
wouldn’t wait till he was twenty-five, after 
all. Maybe he’d just wait till he met the 
right girl. He hoped it would be soon. 

What would she be like? he wondered. 
He closed his eyes and tried to imagine 
her, but he didn’t really have any picture 
of how she’d look except that, like Teresa, 
she’d look natural—and act that way, too. 
She’d have to be willing to put up with 
his zany sense of humor, he thought, and 
she couldn’t be too aggressive or forward. 
He liked a girl to be a girl. Still, he’d 
want to be able to talk to her seriously 
about all kinds of things, and he’d want 
her to think for herself. He wouldn’t like 
it if she agreed with everything he said 
just because he was saying it. 

He hoped she’d be a homebody, someone 
who could make the same kind of home 
his mother had made for her family, a 
place full of warmth and love, where 
people laughed a lot and where even a 
stranger felt at home right away. 

No, he thought, she definitely wouldn’t 
be in show business. Singers and actresses 
are usually too sophisticated, he decided, 
too stuck on themselves to relax and be 
natural. His girl wouldn’t be like that. 
She’d rather go out bowling than to a 
night club and she could have just as 
much fun dancing to a jukebox or a 
phonograph, as to a big name-band. And 
she’d sure love to dance. He wouldn’t 
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He felt so close to her this day. Frankie hoped that it would always be this way. 


mind if she wasn’t a good dancer, just 
as long as she was willing to learn. With 
the right girl, it’d be great fun to teach 
her. 


ee was smiling, just at the thought 
of it, when the organ began to fill the 

church, again, with its deep, solemn 
sounds, and they began the procession 
back up the aisle. Teresa had her arm in 
Tom’s and Frankie walked just behind 
them, careful not to step on the long, 
trailing white skirt. At the door of the 
church, everybody began to crowd around 
the couple, kissing Teresa, shaking Tom’s 
hand up and down, wishing them both all 
the happiness in the world. Tom bent over 
to whisper something in Teresa’s ear and 
she laughed softly. But Frankie thought 
her eyes looked shiny, as though any 
minute the tears would spill over with 
the happiness and wonder of this day. 
So Frankie helped her and Tom make 
their way through the crush of people 
and, with the bridesmaids, they all piled 
into cars and headed for the nearby park. 

“Itll be a great place to take some 
pictures,” he told them. 

They walked across the park, the girls 
all carefully holding up the hems of their 
skirts and, then, Teresa and Tom posed 
with the six bridesmaids in front of the 
lake. They’d posed for a few pictures and 
then Teresa stepped out of the group, for 
a minute, to fluff out her skirt. 

Frankie walked over to her. He wanted 
to tell her thanks for being his sister, for 
showing him how swell a girl could be. 
But, instead, he just leaned over and 
kissed her. 

“Just then, someone snapped a picture, 
the picture was circulated—and,” Frankie 
says, “... that’s how the rumor must have 
started.” It spread quickly. Letters began 
coming into the Photoplay office. “Frankie 
Avalon’s married,” one of them said. “Why 
didn’t he tell us?” “Doesn’t he trust his 
fans?” another girl wrote. “We still like 
him, even if he is married. Only why 
can’t Frankie talk about his secret bride?” 

It was hard to believe. It didn’t sound 
at all like a thing Frankie would do. But, 
when the letters kept coming, we decided 
to ask him about it. We called his house 
in New Jersey, but he wasn’t there. Then, 
the next day, the phone rang and it was 
Frankie. He’d been getting letters, too, 
and he told us the whole story which 
we've just told you. And he said, just 
before hanging up, to tell everybody: “One 
of these days I will be kissing my own 
bride. Only I won’t keep it a secret. I’d 
want everybody to know!” THE END 


SEE FRANKIE IN “GUNS OF THE TIMBERLAND” 
FOR WARNERS AND “THE ALAMO” FOR UNITED 
ARTISTS. HE SINGS ON CHANCELLOR LABEL. 
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Shrinks Hemorrhoids 
New Way Without Surgery 
Stops Itch— Relieves Pain 


For the first time science has found a 
new healing substance with the astonishing 
ability to shrink hemorrhoids and to relieve 
pain — without surgery. 

In case after case, while gently relieving 


pain, actual reduction (shrinkage) took place. | 
Most amazing of all—results were so | 
thorough that sufferers made astonishing | 


statements like “Piles have ceased to be a 
problem!” 


The secret is a new healing substance | 


(Bio-Dyne* )—discovery of a world-famous 
research institute. 

This substance is now available in sup- 
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Preparation H.* Ask for it at all drug count- 
ers—money back guarantee. 
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| himself, she also had older brothers and 
| was interested in acting, although she’d 
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| eldest brother. 


| own favorite writers. 
| practically all that he’s ever written.” 


SAL MINEO 


Continued from page 40 


never did, either, before he was married.” 

Sal grinned at her. He climbed on the 
scooter, revved up the motor and they 
started off. “Where do you two find so 


| much to talk about?” Sarina shouted over 


the roar of the motor. Sal shook his head, 
pretending that the noise and wind had 
carried her words away. He grinned to 
himself. 

It hadn’t always been like this. . . . His 
first date with Jane, several weeks before, 
had almost been a failure. 


e was first introduced to Jane at a 
friend’s house. He was impressed by 
her warm, happy smile, her pretty 
face and the gentle tone of her voice and, 


| the next day, he’d called his friend espe- 
| cially to ask for her telephone number. 


When he asked her out for the following 


Saturday night, she said yes right away. 


That evening, he’d decided to take her 
for dinner at a small Italian restaurant 
on East 53rd Street in Manhattan—one of 
| his favorites. And he’d been so very proud 
that night as he led her to a table in the 
corner, because he couldn’t help but notice 
the admiring glances of men at other 
tables. She was tall, slim and had lovely 
long, silky blonde hair. 

As soon as they sat down, a waiter 


| brought over two menus and, for a mo- 
| ment, they sat reading them in silence. 


He toyed with the corner of his and then 


| asked her what she would like. After the 


waiter had taken their order, he sat back 
in his chair, looked over at her and began 
talking. He wanted so much for them to 
get along well together. 

“Tell me a little about yourself,” he 
“Have you always lived in New 


| York?” 


No, he learned, she hadn’t. She was 
almost a stranger to the city—her family 
had moved to Manhattan from Pennsyl- 
vania just a few months before. Like 


finally decided to take up modeling. 
Then he told her that he’d been brought 
up right here in the city—in the Bronx. 


| And that his father was a casket-maker 


and carpenter. He told her a little about 
his own ambition to act, and about his 
family who were originally from Italy. 
They were the same facts a boy and 
usually exchange when they first 
meet. ... 

Then, remembering how, when he’d 
called for her, he’d noticed an unusually 
long bookcase lining one side of the living 


| room in her home, he said, “By the way, 
| who likes to read in your family? 
| have so many books.” 


You 


“Oh . my father mostly. And my 
I do when I have time.” 

“So which one of you enjoys Heming- 
way?” he asked, mentioning one of his 


“T noticed you have 


“My father,” she laughed. 
“Have you read any?” 


“A few ... I’ve enjoyed what I have 
read.” 


She mentioned one title to Sal and yet, 


| as he began chatting about the book, jok- 
| ing about certain passages in it and talking 


casually about the writer, he noticed that 
somehow she continually avoided offering 


— 131 S. WABASH, CHICAGO 3, iL. || aN Opinion or a remark. 


After a while, he suddenly found him- 
self saying, “May I ask you something?” 

“Of course,” she smiled. 

“Well, if . if you’re interested in 
something . . . something like this book 


... why are you so afraid to give an opin- 
ion or just to talk about it? It can be so 
much fun exchanging ideas.” 

She was silent for a moment and then 
said thoughtfully, “I guess I just don’t 
know enough about it.” 


AS that seemed to be so of nearly 
everything he tried to talk to her 

about during the evening, although, 
at the time he didn’t really notice it. He 
found himself being a little concerned that 
conversation—even small talk—seemed to 
fall flat. Later that evening, while he was 
driving home, after dropping her at her 
door and saying goodnight, he began won- 
dering . . . thinking . . . why hadn’t they 
had fun? What had gone wrong? She 
was sweet, pleasant, and really great to 
look at. What had made the evening dull? 
What had made it so different from other 
evenings when he’d found himself laugh- 
ing, sharing a joke with his date, an opin- 
ion and even another date? 

The biggest part of a good date, he de- 
cided a short while later, is if she has 
something to talk about. Finding you both 
share the same interest . . . a hobby, a 
book, a piece of music. And exchanging 
ideas about it. But I guess that’s difficult, 
he thought, if the girl doesn’t know much 
about anything. , 

But then, he decided that night, I can’t 
really condemn Jane. I was a little like 
her only a few years ago—shy to speak 
because I was worried that I didn’t know 
too much. And I guess, at the time, that 
made me a little dull, too. 

Sal’s association with formal education 
ended abruptly in his early teens when 
he was picked for a role in “The Rose 
Tattoo.” He had already been taking 
drama lessons and had always had ambi- 
tions for show business. So, with his par- 
ents’ consent, he accepted the part and 
continued his education with a tutor. Yet 
it didn’t mean he wasn’t interested in 
academic learning. On the _ contrary. 
Through his early association with older 
people, he soon realized how very impor- 
tant it is . . . how it can give you a fuller 
life, make you a more interesting and 
confident person. Make you feel like 
somebody. 

So, even though a thriving career pre- 
vented him from going to school full time, 
at that stage of his life, he began studying 
by himself, setting aside a few hours each 
day from his busy schedule in show busi- 
ness, to learn about other things. 

Sal began his studies with literature, 
something he has always loved and also, 
because it’s so closely connected with act- 
ing and with writing—which is another 
one of his ambitions. On his own, ‘he made 
a comparison of how four well-known 
playwrights treated love in their works 
and was surprised when he found out 
later, at a party, that he could talk with 
theater-people about this with a confidence 
he never knew he had. He wondered if 
some of the confidence had come from 
finding out and creating the opinions for 
himself. Mentioning it to a friend, a few 
days later, the friend had: joked, “Well, 
professor, that’s great. You don’t have to 
go to college to be educated, you know.” 

It sounded good. 


AS he’d also been proud of his knowl- 
edge of such a seemingly offbeat sub- 

ject as the art of bullfighting—some- 
thing way outside of the formal realm of 
academic study. One day he even con- 
vinced some executives at the studio that 
this could make a wonderful topic for a 


movie, even though, before he started 
talking, they told him they disagreed. He’d 
always been intrigued by the sport and 
had been reading a lot about it and finally, 
when he was through explaining why, 








they admitted that they now saw the sub- 
ject in a completely different light. And, 
later, he’d felt so great about having had 
the knowledge, and knew he’d gained re- 
spect for it. 

“It’s good to be educated,” thought Sal 
that night he drove home from Jane’s 
house. “It’s done so much for me person- 
ally, although one day I'd like to have 
the experience of really going to college.” 

And, as he turned the car into the drive 
of his home, he decided he wanted to try 
and share it all with Jane, not be impa- 
tient because she hadn’t been able to find 
very much to say. 

Tomorrow, he decided, as he locked the 
car, went into the house and upstairs to 
bed, he would call her and ask her out 
again. Usually he just forgot about the 
girl when a date had been as unexciting 
as the one they'd had that night. But 
perhaps he could show Jane, teach her 
how to be interesting, the way he'd 
learned. 

It’s so much nicer when a girl has some- 
thing to talk about, he thought. It makes 
a fellow want to call her again. I guess 
I’m not a great talker and it’s good when 
a girl can start off a conversation... . 

And, so, gradually he found out what 
Jane liked, showed her that she didn’t 
have to be afraid to speak, showed her 
how easy it is to learn, simply by getting 
a book out of the library or following the 
newspapers. They found they both liked 
art—Sal had first become interested when 
he had had nothing to do backstage night 
after night, during the time he was an 
understudy in “The King and I.” And 
she had always enjoyed sketching. So, 
one evening, they even went to a sculpture 





class together in Greenwich Village and | 
it turned out more like fun than serious 
study. 
And he started to give her books to 
a 
ey,” Sarina called out, “we’re almost 
home!” 


Sal guided the scooter toward the | 


center of the road to turn left at the next 
junction and into a tree-lined street with 
large homes, each standing in its own 
grounds. He slowed down a little to stop, 
a few moments later, in front of a large 
Tudor-style home. 

“Here we are,” 
over.” 

They left the scooter at the side of the 
garage and went into the house through 
the side entrance. And, ten minutes later, 
they had joined the family around the long 
dining table. The whole family always had 
dinner together on Sundays and tonight 
it was an old-fashioned Italian feast of 
manicotti, one of Sal’s favorites. 

Later that night, right after his brother, 
Victor, and his wife had gone home, Sal 
announced that he thought he’d turn in 
early. He went upstairs and, just before 
getting into bed, he picked up a book from 
his desk at the far corner of the room. 
He propped up the pillows, smiling as he 


he announced. “Ride’s 


opened the book and read the inscription. | 
“To Sal. My first one to you. Hope you 


enjoy it as much as I did—Jane.” He 
read for a while before switching off the 
light and, as he fell asleep, Sal was think- 
ing of Jane.... 
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England, but she didn’t believe it. This 
was one of the first things she asked him 
when they were introduced. He had just 
smiled and his smile seemed shy, but she 
found he wasn’t shy, really. It was just his 
smile, which was more of a grin, a prank- 
sterish sort of grin that made him look shy. 

Wrapping her coat around her, she 
fluffed her dark hair and slid down from 
her hiding place. She ran so fast—like a 
little girl might—down to meet him that, 
when she reached him, she was breathless 
and giddy and all she could say, when she 
saw the violets he was holding, was—“Are 
they for me?” 

She had never really noticed how deep- 
black his eyes were. When you’re fond of 
someone, she thought, they always keep 
changing. In the beginning, she would 
never have thought that George would be 
so gentle and so thoughtful. 

It was on one of their first dates that she 
had learned this. They were driving to a 
Christmas Eve party along Sunset Boule- 
vard and they had stopped at a traffic light. 
It was a cold and windy night and they no- 
ticed an elderly man, in thin clothing, sell- 
ing newspapers on the corner. 

“How many papers do you have there?” 
George asked the man, stopping the car. 

“About thirty, I'd guess.” 

“We'll take them all,” George had an- 
swered, getting out of the car. 

The man looked at him strangely. 
“Why?” 

“Oh, a friend of ours has his picture in 
it and we thought we’d surprise him.” 

The man didn’t say a word. He lugged 
the bundle of thirty newspapers and threw 
them on the back seat of the car. “That’s 
three dollars,” he said brusquely. — 


She remembered thinking, I hope George 
doesn’t give him more than that because 
I’m sure the man thinks we’re doing it be- 
cause we’re sorry for him. And then how 
deeply she felt when George counted out 
three separate dollar bills and handed 
them to the man. 


THE ENbp | 


The man looked at the bills and, as | 


George was walking around to his side of 
the car, the old man called out, “Oh— 
Merry Christmas, folks—and thanks ... 
thanks a lot.” 

They drove off to the party. Neither of 
them spoke about the incident; they didn’t 
have to because they knew they both had 
understood. 

She looked up at him now, at his little- 
boy grin, and suddenly she smiled, too. 
“Let’s put the violets into water before 
they die,” she said. 

They ran around to the back door, into 
the kitchen of the low rambling Spanish- 
style home that had been her home since 
she was born. 

“Something smells good,” George sniffed. 

“Cook’s baking some gingerbread,” she 
laughed, “. . . my favorite.” 

And then she remembered something, 


something she’d never told anyone before. | 


“Can you keep my secret?” she asked, 
looking so mischievous that George kissed 
her on the nose and said, “Love to.” 

“Come here,” she coaxed, “but you have 
to get down on your knees. Look through 
here,” she pointed at the partition between 
the dining room and the kitchen. “Can you 
see the dining-room table? If you look 
low, you can see it.” 

“Umh,” answered George. 

“I found, when I was ten, if I looked in 
through here, I could see my mother’s 
friends—all the friends she’d known since 
she was a young actress in Mexico—and 
my dad’s business friends, too. I never 
knew what an agent was, but I knew that 
Daddy had to see lots of movie stars. I 
used to come down here and watch. One 
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—says TV’s favorite Bob Cummings, seen on 
The Bob Cummings Show on NBC 


Joplin-born Bob Cummings knows the fun 
he had “bringing in the big ones” in the 
White River country’s fish-laden streams! 
But, fishing’s only one of Missouri’s 
varied pleasures. 


Water sports — golf, horseback riding, 
spectacular scenery of 33 great state 
parks. You can enjoy any kind of vaca- 
tion in Missouri’s great central family 
vacation area ... the “Heartland of 
Hospitality” ... at a reasonable cost. 


May we show you? Write 
for 32-page full-color book, 
“Missouri Spectacular.” 
“Heartland of Hospitality’"— where 
the Old South and New West meet. 
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ble weight, silk finish, 25¢ 
portrait paper . . . The] pandling 
rage for exchanging with 





friends, enclosing in letters or greet- 
ting cards or job applications. Orig- 
inal returned. Order in units of 25 
(1 pose). Enclose payment ($1.25) 
: and bt eed or SEND NO 
—— MONE (Sent c.o.d. if’ you 

wish.) 4 day service. Satisfaction 
guaranteed. Send photo or snapshot today. 


DEAN DIOS 
Dept. 334, 211 W. 7th St., Des Moines 2, lowa 
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OF CURRENT PICTURES 


BIG CHIEF, THE—Continental. Directed by 
Henri Verneuil: Antoine, Fernandel; Paul, Gino 
Cervi; Eric, Papouf; M. Jumelin, Jean-Jacques 
Delbo:; Mme. Jumelin, Noelle Norman; The But- 
ler, Georges Chamarat; The Tenants, Albert 
Michel, Dominique Davray; Their Son, Marc 
Dekock; The Governess, Florence Blot; The De- 
tective, Maurice Nasil. 


EXPRESSO BONGO—Continental. Directed by 
Val Guest: Johnny Jackson, Laurence Harvey; 
Maisie King, Sylvia Syms; Dixie Collins, Yo- 
lande Donlan; Bongo Herbert, Cliff Richard; 
Mayer, Meier Tzelniker; Lady Rosemary, Ambro- 
sine Phillpotts; Leon, Eric Pohlmann; Gilbert 
Harding, Himself; Penelope, Hermione Baddeley; 
Rev. Tobias Craven, Reginald Beckwith; Mr. 
Rudge, Wilfrid Lawson; Kakky, Martin Miller; 
Mrs. Rudge, Avis Bunnage; Edna Rudge, Susan 
Burnet. 

HELLER WITH A GUN—Paramount. Directed 
by George Cukor: Angela Rossini, Sophia Loren; 
Tom Healy, Anthony Quinn; Della Southby, Mar- 
garet O’Brien; Mabry, Steve Forrest; Lorna 
Hathaway, Eileen Heckart; Manfred ‘“‘Doc’’ Mon- 
tague, Edmund Lowe; Sam Pierce, George Math- 
ews; William, Cactus McPeters; Theodore, Frank 
Cordell. 

KIDNAPPED—Buena Vista. Directed by Robert 
Stevenson: David Balfour, James MacArthur; 
Alan Breck Stewart, Peter Finch; Ebenezer Bal- 
four, John Laurie; Captain Hoseason, Bernard 
Lee; Shuan, Niall MacGinnis; Cluny MacPher- 
son, Finlay Currie; Colin Roy Campbell, Andrew 
Cruikshank. 


MAN ON A STRING—Columbia. Directed by 
Andre de Toth: Boris Mitrov, Ernest Borgnine; 
Bob Avery, Kerwin Mathews; Helen Benson, Col- 
leen Dewhurst; Vadja Kubelov, Alexander Scour- 
by; Frank Sanford, Glenn Corbett; Papa, Vlad- 
imir Sokoloff; Nikolai Chapayev, Friedrich 
Joloff; Inspector Jenkins, Richard Kendrick. 
MASTERS OF THE CONGO JUNGLE—20th. 
Directed by Heinz Sielmann and Henry Brandt: 
Narration by Orson Welles and William War- 
field. 

PLEASE DON’T EAT THE DAISIES—M-G-M. 
Directed by Charles Walters: Larry, David 
Niven; Kate, Doris Day; David, Charles Her- 
bert; George, Stanley Livingston; Gabriel, Flip 
Mark; Adam, Larry Gellert; Kate’s mother, 
Spring Byington; Maggie, Patsy Kelly; Alfred 
North, Richard Haydn; Deborah Vaughn, Janis 
Paige; Mona James, Margaret Lindsay. 
SCENT OF MYSTERY—Todd. Directed by 
Jack Cardiff: The Scrutable Englishman, Den- 
holm Elliott; The Sodden Derelict, Liam Red- 
mond; The Trepid and Rotund Chauffeur, Peter 
Lorre; A Devil of an Advocate, Peter Arne; A 
Dark and Glowering Gentleman, Paul Lukas; A 
Black-Hearted Wife, Mary Laura Wood; The 
Aficionado, Leo McKern; An Evil Lorry Opera- 
tor, Juan Olaguivel; The Bizarre Store Keeper, 
Maurice Marsac; A Gainly Damsel, Diana Dors; 
A Not-So-Gainly Damsel, Judith Furse; The 
Blonde Lorelei, Beverly Bentley; A Brunette 
Herring, Billie Miller; A Vintage Aviator, Mi- 
chael Trubshawe. 


SNOW QUEEN, THE—U-I. Cartoons, Anima- 
tion and Screenplay by Soyuzmultfilm Produc- 
tions. Voices of: Gerda, Sandra Dee; Kay, Tom- 
my Kirk; Angel, Patty McCormack; The Snow 
Queen, Louise Arthur; Ol’ Dreamy, Paul Frees; 
The Raven, Paul Frees; Court Raven, June 
Foray; The Princess, Joyce Terry; The Prince, 
Richard Beals; Granny, Lillian Buyeff. 


TALL STORY—Warners. Directed by Joshua 
Logan: Ray Blent, Anthony Perkins; June Ry- 
der, Jane Fonda; Leo Sullivan, Ray Walston; 
Charles Osman, Marc Connelly; Myra Sullivan, 
Anne Jackson; Coach Hardy, Murray Hamilton; 
Pres. Nagel, Bob Wright; D.A. Davis, Bart 
Burns; Ist D.A. Man, Karl Lukas; Connie, Eliz- 
abeth Patterson; Fred Jensen, Tom Laughlin; 
Frieda Jensen, Barbara Darrow. 


TOO SOON TO LOVE—U-I. Directed by Rich- 
ard Rush: Cathy Taylor, Jennifer West; Jim 
Mills, Richard Evans; Mr. Taylor, Warren 
Parker; Hughie Wineman, Ralph Manza; Buddy, 
Jack Nicholson; Jrene, Jacqueline Schwab; Mrs. 
Jefferson, Billie Bird; Doctor, William Keen. 


VISIT TO A SMALL PLANET—Paramount. 
Directed by Norman Taurog: Kreton, Jerry 
Lewis; Ellen, Joan Blackman; Conrad, Earl Hol- 
liman; Roger Spelding, Fred Clark; Rheba, Lee 
Patrick; Bob Mayberry, Gale Gordon; Mrs. May- 
berry, Ellen Corby; George Abercrombie, Jerome 
Cowan; Delton, John Williams; Desdemona 
(Beatnik Dancer), Barbara Lawson. 


WIND CANNOT READ, THE—Rank, 20th. 
Directed by Ralph Thomas: Michael Quinn, Dirk 
Bogarde; “Sabby,’”’ Yoko Tani: Fenwick, Ronald 
Lewis; Munroe, John Fraser; Brigadier, Anthony 
Bushell; Lt. Nakamura, Henry Okawa. 








dinner, I remember, there was Gregory 
Peck, Tyrone Power, Lana Turner and 
Marlene Dietrich. Mother used to let 
Poncho and me come in, if we didn’t inter- 
rupt, but it was more fun to watch from 
here.” 


he was just about eleven when she got 

a mad crush on Tyrone Power. It was 

so bad that one evening when he came 
for dinner she could hardly look at him 
across the table. She was sure he would 
guess. After that, she decided it was easier 
to look at pictures of him in movie maga- 
zines. 

She also had a big mad crush on Audie 
Murphy. He came over one evening and, 
while they were eating, he was telling her 
mother and dad about the book he had 
just written. Suddenly, he stopped and 
looked at her. She didn’t know what to 
say; she thought maybe he’d guessed how 
she felt. Finally, he said, “You know, 
Susan, if they ever make my book into a 
picture, you’re going to play the girl.” 

She had blushed and stammered and felt 
all funny inside. She said something about 
“wanting to be a writer,” and about the 
sixth-grade newsletter, Chatterbox, which 
she’d started when she began at her new 
school, Westlake. But deep-down she 
knew she was flustered because the part 
of the girl was a romantic one. 

After that evening, her crush on Audie 
got even bigger. But the strange part of 
the evening was the ending. Years and 
years later, a movie studio did buy Audie’s 
book about his life. It was called “To 
Hell and Back,” and they did film it and 
she did get the part! 

She really didn’t want to be an actress. 
Not even when she saw more and more of 
her mother’s pictures, the ones she made 
when she was Lupita Lovar and called 
The Sweetheart of Mexico. She was too 
shy, she thought. She found it easier to 
talk to trees or her dolls than to people 
and to write things in her notebooks and to 
read. In school, they called her “half-pint” 
and it bothered her so much that she 
talked her mother into taking her to a 
doctor so he could tell her positively that 
she’d grow up big. They’d call her “the 
brain,” which hurt, too. 

But then one day, when she was almost 
sixteen, something happened that was to 
change her whole life. 

One evening, she, her mother and her 
father went to a local Little Theater pro- 
duction. The name of the play was “Susan 
Slept Here,” and she thought that she had 
never seen such a marvelous play. When 
intermission came, she didn’t want to 
leave her seat. She told her parents she’d 
rather stay. 

Her mother and father walked to the 
rear of the theater, and while they were 
standing there, the director of the play—a 
friend of her father’s—saw them and came 
over to talk. He told them of his new 
play, “The Girl on the Via Flamina,” and 
how difficult it was to find the right girl for 
one of the parts. 

Her dad, trying to be helpful, asked: 
“What type are you looking for?” 

The director paused for a moment, his 
eyes scanning the audience. He then ex- 
citedly pointed to a girl sitting alone in the 
row of empty seats. “Why, I want some- 
one exactly like that girl sitting over 
there,” he said. The girl he had been 
pointing at was her. 

Her dad laughed goodnaturedly. “Oh, 
no, you don’t,” he said. “That girl happens 
to be my daughter!” 

“Won’t you even let her read for the 
part?” the director begged. 

“No, definitely not. She’s going to high 
school,” her father had said, “and that’s 
where she belongs.” 

The next morning, her mother had come 


into her room and told her what the direc- 
tor had said. “Would you like to read for 
the part?” her mother asked. 

She had said yes. 

The afternoon she was to read, as they 
got into the car to go to the theater, her 
mother, taking her hand, had pressed 
something into it and said, “Here, Monkey, 
keep this with you.” 

She opened her palm and looked at a 
flat oval-shaped silver medal. It had been 
her mother’s good luck keepsake ever 
since she’d started as an actress. 

She had read for the part, holding the 
medal tightly in her hand, and she got it— 
the role of a young Italian girl. For two 
months, she played the part, going to 
school all day, dashing home for a nap 
and then off to the theater (Daddy finally 
agreed) with her textbooks so she could 
study until she heard her cue to go on. 

What’s more, she graduated valedicto- 
rian of her class and, to please her father, 
she almost finished her second year of 
college. She would have, if one afternoon, 
during class, she hadn’t been summoned to 
the principal’s office. Her mother was call- 
ing. “Remember the part you read for— 
the one that Ty Power suggested?” 

Susie nodded—how could she forget? 

“Well,” she heard her mother’s voice say 
excitedly, “Tyrone just called from New 
York. There’s a good chance you can still 
get the part.” 

The next day she and her mother flew to 
New York. 

She got her part, and in a wave of hys- 
terical joy, she flew back home and quit 
the university. All she could think of was 
“I'm going to do a Broadway play ...a 
Broadway play.” She was in heaven. 

Then “A Quiet Place” played out of 
town. It traveled to six cities. And, in 
Washington, D. C., it closed to bad reviews. 
The play never hit Broadway. She re- 
turned home with good notices and no job. 


py you like working on television?” she 
suddenly asked George. 

“It’s good experience, I think,” he 
answered. “Why?” 

“T don’t know,” she said, “I think I’m 
happiest in movies. I loved playing Sara 
Jane in ‘Imitation of Life.’ I could spend 
more time understanding her . . . her shy- 
ness.” Then she looked teasingly. “Believe 
it or not,” she went on, “I used to be shy 
... and afraid of men, too.” She laughed. 
“Of course, going to a girl’s school all day 
didn’t help much. And then when I did 
have a date, you know what my father 
used to do? He would ask the boy to park 
his car in the driveway for the evening 
and then Dad would take us both to where 
we were going and pick us up at the end 
of the evening! Isn’t that awful? I used to 
come home and write poems about it. I 
never thought I’d fall in love! .. .” 

“And did you?” George asked. 

And she thought, “Why am I always 
flustered when he smiles that way? It 
seemed as if he were saying, ‘I know all 
about you—everything about you. You 
can’t fool me.’” 

“Did you? Have you fallen in love?” he 
repeated. Then he laughed and touched the 
tip of her nose with his finger. 

She looked up, feeling his eyes intent 
upon her. “Had she?” she asked herself. 
“Can he tell?” Then, trying not to show 
her feelings, she said gaily, “Ah, there’s a 
secret, too. And you can’t learn all my se- 
crets in one day.” 

The cook came in. “Want some ginger- 
bread?” she asked. And George forgot all 
about the secret. —MARCIA BORIE 


SEE SUSAN IN COL.’s “THE GENE KRUPA STORY,” 
AND M-G-M’s “ALL THE ¥YINE YOUNG CANNI- 
BALS.” GEORGE’S IN M-G-M’'S “HOME FROM THE 
HILL” AND “ALL THE FINE YOUNG CANNIBALS.” 








A SOFT, FINE SPRAY 
HOLDS CURLS 


IT 


THAT 
BEAUTIFULLY 


DOES NOT MAKE HAIR STIFF 


Breck Hair Set Mist is a fine, gentle spray 
that to 


stiff or dry. This fragrant spray contains 


leaves hair soft the touch, never 


lanolin which brings out your hair’s natural 
lustre and beauty. It is good to your hair. 


® Use after combing, to hold hair in place 


2 oz. size 65¢; 514 os. sise $1.25; 





IS GOOD 


® Use before combing 
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TO YOUR HAIR 
PLACE FOR HOURS 


DOES NOT MAKE 


IN 


IT HAIR STICKY 
This soft spray does not make hair sticky. 
It holds curls beautifully in place for 
hours, even in damp weather. To renew its 
gentle hold just draw a damp comb through 


your curls —no respraying is necessary. 


stvle as you comb e Use for pincurling 


size $1.50; 11 oz. size $2.00. All plus tax. 
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Copyright 1960 by John H. Breck. Inc 


ENJOY 


“THE 


BRECK SUNDAY SHOWCASE,” A SERIES OF 





DRAMATIC 


PROGRAMS ON THE NBC-TV NETWORK. 











Salem research creates a revolutionary ciga- 
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é O te S Invisible porous openings blend just the 
ed a 


right amount of fresh air with each puff to 
give you a cooler, milder smoke ...a richer, 
fresher-tasting smoke. Now, more than ever 

. When you take a puff, it’s Springtime! 


rette paper that breathes new mildness into 
the smoke ...new freshness into the flavor. 


Created by R. J. Reynolds Tobacco Company 
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